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DEt>I€AJnON. 



THE MILL-WALLS 

is dedibated by permission 

to tiie Reverend Montagne Pennington 

the author, trusting, 

that as thQ late celebrated Mrs. Carter 

did not Wsdain to compose Poetry, 

the Rev. Montague Pennington, 

her nephew, 

will not refuse to read some, 

which was written in the leisure hours 

of a young minstrel, 

of that lady's name. 

Mrs. Carter 

dedicated part of her poetical attempts 

to the Right Honorable Earl of Bath, 

but I shall confide mine * 

to the perusal of a much-respected diyine, 

to a clergyman, 

whose meritorious character 

needs no panegyric to embellish this inscription* 

I am grateful ; I am satisfied ; 

and^ departing, vow 

that my young harp shall ever be wreathed 

with the wild blossoms 

of my native borders. 



PREFACE. 



The following poetical efibrtoy if they may be so 
stiled, are the production of a youth, fifteen years 
of age; indeed the greater part of them were 
written during that period, solely to beguile a 
leisure hour of the Author's, and to dissipate 
tiiose thoughts, occasioned by studies of a severer 
nature* 

The author is perfectly aware that they are 
not altogether consistent, in describing those 
sublime scenes of Nature, which they attempt to 
do ; although there may be some parts which are 
certainly not degraded by imitatiTe errors.— Thus 
" the Mill-Walls,'* which, though not written 
with that classical elegance which marks the 
works of the learned, yet there are some traits 
that are faithful descriptions of that charming 
retreat. 

It may be asked why I submitted my efTusions 
for public perusal at such an early period of my 
life ?-~It could not be Novelty that prompted me, 
as Cowley, who might be said " to lisp in 
numbers," was not only a votary of the Muse 
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when in his tenth year, but, actually published 
the prcdnction of that Muse when in his thir- 
teenth. — So farewell novelty, and this truth may 
serve to disperse thje enquiries of many. 

Proceeding, I shall now give an account of the 
different periods in which these several poems 
were composed : 

The Mill- Walls, which is the principal in the 
volume, and which possessjes a few notes by way 
of information, was written when the author had 
not attained his fifteenth year. '* The Garden," 
&c. which it includes, are imaginable objects, 
and can claim no advantage to locality, they were 
merely introduced into the poem to give it a sort 
of domestic beauty, and to blend if possible, the 
harmony of flowers with that of wilder objects. 

The greater part of the " Oriental Poetry'* was 
written when the author had completed his 
fifteenth year, and solely for the intention of 
beguiling a vigil, kept on purpose to ruminate on 
the state of Grecian bondage. — Greece has ever 
been dear to me ; — the struggles of its courageous 
children, its superior renown, and its lovely 
clime, were enough to stimulate my feelings to a 
powerful sympathy for its welfare. — ^The ** Minor 
Poems" and '* Sonnets*' are my earliest produc- 
tions, and consequently can admit of no advan- 



PREFACE. 

tage on the point of metre or polite versification, 
but the puerility of their composer. 

Those are the Poems^which I venture to place 
before a generous Public, earnestly beseeching 
them to pardon the many errors with which they 
abound. The Critic must be merciful, or those 
sanguine expectations I am now indulging will be 
blighted, and the future progress of a youth be 
for ever laid in the murky gulph of oblivion. 

Deal. GEORGE E..CAKTER. 

P. S. A Pocui more extensive than any the 
present volume contains; and. on a subject pecu- 
liarly fraught, with Public interest, is meditated 
and will shortly he in readiness for Publicatian. 
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THE MILL- WALLS, 

AND 

COUNTRY ADMCENT, 
A 



'• Where'er I roam, whatevqr realnos I sec, 
** My fceart imciweVd stjUtKhU tntn «i tbte:*^ 

Goldsmith. 

11)9 tf wmmm iowna et tmt» 

Postnlant arces : ibi ta calentem 
DebUa sparse* l«(ryip« faviilav 
Vatitaflilfci. 

Hoiat. 



»■ I ■« »»i 



Come, sweet Simplicity, receive this lay, 
And O, enricli it with a softening ray, 
Come, Patriotism, wake my artless lyre. 
And, Inspiration, pour thy lamhent fire ! 
Of thee, romantic scene, I simply sing, 
And, as I sweep each soft-responsive string, 
Emotive think, thou wert the lovely spot 
Where Joy pourtrayed what Infancy forgot; 



But rosy Yoath^ still lingering o'er the scene. 
Bade Memory renew her tale between : 
The heavenly nymph with gratefnl tear obeyed » 
And painted on the mind what former nature 

made. 
Dear walk! diffusing through my native clime 
Immortal fame, and beauties which are thine, 
1 pace thy district, and, in cheerfol song. 
Proclaim what glorious charms to thee belong. 
My native clime! O, what a phrase is that — 
The hallowed land, where Science found retreat; 
Where Freedom on its woody hills doth reign. 
And spreads her witchery o'er every pbdn; 
Sweeps the dark forest, rules the heaving wave. 
And breathes that spirit which alone can save 
Her Independence, bid her Commerce flow. 
Spread high her banner, though bleak breezes 

blow. 
This is a land where flouting clifls arisc» 
And burning beams irradiate the skirs; 



Where silver streams and brooks flow ceral dear. 
And Plenty wafts her gifts throughout the year. 
Lo! mighty Triumph, with her flag unfarled. 
Proclaims her mistress o£ th' adnisi^ w^»ii ! 
Behold! the Nine inspire her noble sons. 
And Helicon pours sweets where'er it runs. 
This is a land where Science, moved by Fame, 
Extols the honor of Britannia's name ; 
Where Victory, in seraph-throning car. 
Thrills the brave heroes in the ruthless war, 
And twines around their brows in lovely bloom. 
The laurels which must deck the trophied tomb : 
Where happiness with health the woodman tend. 
And Industry excites — a generous friend- 
Where minstrels, breathing patriotic strains. 
Wake thy cool groves — with music fill thy plains; 
And Love, celestial, mildly governs all 
With flowery bands — not sycophantic thrall. 
What then is India ?>-What its dark alcoves. 
Its trembling fountains, and its fragrant groves, 
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lis olive Yxae|rarda» MnetraiMrhnMd steans. 

And welkia glowuig wilk the amniy beans? 

The dawnj gales, tfail aoldy sephjs o'er 

Its rich i^antatknis* and iU amlwsat stKur^ 

Are truly free: But (boee wild seeik^s tkej kias» 

Extending in nenqphiQ L^vdineas^ 

Groan, as it weroj p^renniat ohftina %M bound 

Their various districts] where m^ bo(K) i» fbund ! 

No Freedom ushers in its s«|t;ry lo&m. 

No Industry arises with the dan^; 

But Skyery ^nd Indolenoe unibe> 

With Treachery* hirfcing 'neath the uoontain's 

height; 
The scattered temples, deathJy^truok» de!elare 
That everlasting tvm lingers there ! 

Hail ! then, Britannia !; hallowed be thy. name. 
Country of heroes 1 isle of deathless fame t 
Hail! native land! eternally be blest. 
By Science and by Liberty car€»t! 
Arise, O Muse ! my simple lyre awake. 
Attune thy strings for great Britannia's sake ; 



She-*-tili« sh*U hear — alone extol tf^flonag, 
As its notes die ^ese wooded spolHmioBg. 
See ! bow deca^ the dreasriiie^s of nigbt, 
Behold i tile cfaeeifcl ^eaMs of Imrsthtg light. 
The moon her IiiBbre loses-^fedes away, 
And givieii h:er brightness to tV approaching day. 
The skylatlt rises from ber dew-d^amped neat ; 
The darkness wavefrs tx> tbe dhrtant west. 
tFpon the spangled faawthom, lo! bow aweet 
The throstle sings, intent the mom to greist; 
The sable cr6Ws forget tbeir past«repose, 
And the soft zephyr murmurs o'^er tbe rose ; 
The light-formed vessel through the baveto glides. 
Around her softly lave the playfal tides ; 
With prow majertic, and white swelling sails, 
Scuds on, obedient to the passive gales ; 
The rosy rustic, with a gentle song, 
That echoes as he gently goes along, . / 

Speeds through the flowery vale his customed 
way, 

To tend the labours of the rising day ; 
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The team i^k oreaks upon tlie uph|iid road. 
The busy hMkwife tends her neat abode. 
The lamb pours from the fold its plaintive bleat. 
The tramp of the red heifer*s passing feet. 
Is heard, a-down the narrow lengthened lane. 
Where tendrils curl around the cotter^s pane. 
The shepherd has attuned his rural reed 
Below yon bank, that skirts the flowery mead. 
Sweet are the sounds of daybreak! sweet the 

scene. 
And recollections of a well-known green. 
More beauteous, more resplendent, breaks the 

dawn. 
And tinges with its beams the dewy lawn; 
While o'er this bank I tread my wonted way. 
And ken the ebbing tide against its play, 
Before my sight the landscape wider spreads. 
And hills uprear their green fantastic heads, 
Groves, fields, and vallies meet my eager eyes. 
And cliffs and promontories proudly rise. 



But, lo! with barmeh'd rays the gdden 'Skia • 
His radiating circuit hath begun ; 
The rocky peak, and distant Tillage spire 
Are faintly if ilded with his fervid fire; 
The purple rill reflects his matin powV, 
And foliage glitters on the trembling bowV. ' 
With lovelier lustre see his bearatf advance. 
And through yon ridge of poplars sweedy glance ; 
Okre in the limpid channel, tint the w^d. 
And spread a yellow surface on the field; 
Now down the grassy hillock I descend, 
And o'€t my head wild« woodland shrubs^ impend; 
On its wee banks, with flowery gems, below' 
I hear the laving streamlet gently floiw. 
The butter-cup with yellow garniture. 
The blue-bell and the riplet ao demure, * 
The silver daisy and the primrose gay 
Here love to open to the sunny ray ; 
The pilewort and the cowslip sweetly peep. 
And the barebine right up the fence doth creep. 
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SpMtia^ ilp«a Ae auuipii of &• tin. 
Grow the barchbell and clleqner*d daffoilily 
And sprighlly pftiiMdt^ seattov'd ofei ttie gfoimd. 
Border the frontage of the Aieiddier*d monad. 

Dear weloome Walk ! oh^oonU I bnt witii strftm 
Of manfiil pow'r atng of thy nreet domain! 
Still I mnat try,— endeavonr for to please, 
;And noUer eMBpUmant aneh hannts aa dieae. 
Now ,td my theme : — Oh ! what dellghtAd sonads 
I hear, viftratiag o*er the fertile gronndd; 
What dittiea in awedk symphony nnite, 
Aod hail^ and blem the glad return of hf^t 
The tnaeftd blaek-hird from yon leafy bnah. 
Mingles his notea with the harmonions thrush. 
The sedge-bird neur yon tufted osier sings. 
And yon old thieket nHth the wood- wren rings ; 
The lark jnst soaring from the whilp-dew'd pknis, 
A matin carol te the welkin ehants. 
The chaeriU cttckoo in yon boeom'd grore 
Echoes bis notes along the dark afeore : — 
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The sheep-fold bell, - the jhepherd's rural lay 
Breathe lively musie <m the {deasa&t day. 
Now the indufitriims ^ee with «teady aeal. 
On iiioeii8e->*-lfreathing Aawem do(h regale; 
Binges each Tailey,— 4ittgeF8 on eaeh hill, 
Anziana the hoUow of hear tibi^ to fill ; 
Then seeks her hive with wiatenaAoe weU atoed. 
Against the bla^t o| i^aUld froat Menried* 
Now in a sm|de, y^t melodftoiM atniin. 
Borne oo the breeae; floats o'br the floweipy {ilain 
The tender milkmaid^s aynkpatiietic boo§. 
Which soonds accordant !to the feathered throng. 
But still a bolden^d tune dies on the «ir. 
And swells, and falls in milder mnsic there ;->^ 
With twanging notes, lo ! 'tis tfai^eoaehBian^s horn, 
Annonnoing^bdly theseitani-of auvn*^ 
O, Mom thott faeorald to (be raral ,swain, 
Thee do I hail1teii«akof of ^Ihe fiain f 
The time, when night isdeain iwr oasty oar 
Thou shed sft Iby htcid farlUanee fteai a£sr. 
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Then the Sun flmhes in the welkin way; ^ 

And shoots his splimdor on the rising dajl 

When thp dark hue of night in stiUness flies. 

Thy bui^sting beams float on the ambient skies. 

And sprci^d a eanopy, — serenely bright 

0*er summoned nature and the conquer^ night. — 

The rillager arising from his bed. 

Beholds the finniment with fading red. 

What heavenly scenes salute his wandering eyes ? 

What crowding beauties paint the spacy skies ? — 

The Sun ascending on th* ethereal pall» 

Skirts the bespangled wood, and smiles on all ; 

Whilst silver clouds celestially appear. 

To pour their glories on the passing year. 

The cock's shrill notes awake the dewy lawn, 

And peasant's pale ;<^glad messenger of mom ; 

The crow aspiring, waves his sable wings. 

And the brisk woodlark from the hawthorn sings.. 

Now on the upland-brow with placid gaxe 
And meditative thought, I view the maze 
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Of boundless heayen, murk those clouds of gray 

Gliding aiomin'd by the sunny ray ; 

How gradually they .float, till seen no more, - 

Dispersing from my sight the charms they wore. 

A subject for the painter, worth his pains 

To imitate their variegated stains, . 

And place before the prying eye of man 
Some glories of the vast empyrean; 
Display the powerfdl science of his hand. 
And blazon in the annals of hisjand. 
All nature now is gay ! wild flowers bloom, 
The woodlands breathe around their waste perfume. 
The balmy gales which gently whisper by 
Bear on their wings a stream of harmony ; 
Bespangling daisies crown the turf-clad hills^ 
And violets are refreshed by falling rills. 
!Nature has smooth'd her carpet; — let me tread 
With reverential awe where it is spread ;r— 
Plora has shed her charms, — then let me court 
The lovely shrine to which she doth resort. 
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The blue-eyed maid with fafftord naile invites 
My raptur'd form, to gtae on heir deKghts. 
But is it not impossible to tell. 
Of tke diversities in y^mder deli ? 
Or with aspiring talent to describe. 
The hawthorn walk-— >the quiet flowing tide— 
The moss-grown mound — ^the femy*oevBr'd hill-*^ 
The varied surface of the winding riU? 
Can my weak harp, with rural notes proclaim 
The grand sublimity of this domain. 
Unless some sacred powV directs my thoi^^. 
To such enchanting, such romantic works? 
Unless some Genius moves my hands to sweep 
These burning strings, awhile the noon I keep ? 
;^o — my harp would but pour a lowly straud, 
In praise of all the sweets which deck this plain. 
Unless some infiuenek»g aid my aonl inspived, 
And with a moving flame my feelings ^rt4 : 
Yet, then my harp but sorrily can ibriU 
These woody shades, though .pliant to my mi/A ; 
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Yet eveft tbeOj my* youthfiil song is nought, 
Describing wiUt alone by Natnire wrought 
Wko liion obeys my prayer? reproves my tear«? 
The loveliest nym^ of rural worth appears, 
Wen Contemplation^ who infiised that flame 
Into my soul, which cdebrates her name^ 
Where yon tall mill-swifts lightly sweep, the 

gmundy 
Rising on Mgk, 6mit a murmuring sound. 
Where aneient ratnparts mould'ring in iktay, 
Form a fude barrier twt my measured way. 
Where modest daisies Oeiff the thicket grow^ 
And willows bend rigUb ot'6t the dyke below^ 
With curling bardbine;: there I often strAy'd, 
Led en by ftuaoy^ in her charms arrayM. 
Perchance the shady vai^ tiie deep-4unk g^en 
Received the keenness of my eager ken; 
For sultry noon, wiA Sol's refulgent ire. 
From thee, dear walk, oMiged me to retire. 

But oft I sate the ehstered prim hmeath. 
Content the pure air of thedvf to breathe. 
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And marked t&e distant cliA trinmphant lia^, 
'With sparkling turrets in their burning dyes^ 
Saw the snipe seek the fen, the white seamew 
Sail on the surfeee of the chaanel bhie: 
There have I Ibiter'd whein a thbnghtless boy. 

And viewed those traceless scenes which never 

cloy; 
Yon bank, now cover'd with a sward of green. 

The site of former vagaries Hath been. 
Ask memory if those are not the plains 
Where Hebe sighs o^er puerile remains? 
Ask her if those are not the spots so dear. 
Now fondly cherised by the crystal tear ? 
She will reply, this was the bank^ the lawn/ 
That felt the beams which hailM thy infant dawn ! 
There have I sat when the fair snow-drop bloom'd. 
By early mist and drifting snow entomb'd ; 
When icicles on every' cottage hang. 
And plaintively the mournful robin sung; 
And on that seat reclining, when the night 
Spread silence, and the grey owl took her flight. 
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I inark*d the silver mo<m illume (bit land. 
Gild the dark wave, play on the aparkliiig »trand; 
And Conteoiplatioii then has fitl'd my aeul. 
My th9«ghts have rested on her sweet control. 
Tlie siiarry firmament iu»d witberd ^jrove, 
Throagh which my lingering feet were wont te 

rove. 
The ferny hill« ihe mutilated dell 
Told me where Cont^aplation loved to dwell. 

Where yon wee copse its leafy frontage reurs. 
Smiling in beamty through my crystal tears, 
There peeps Ae straw-roof 'd shed, with simple 

mtea, 
A lonely ol^eot on the velvet green; 
Meandering round its sides the streamlet flows. 
Till lost within a tract of murkey ooae. 
Celestial Memi^y ! awake thy late. 
Is its enchanting voice for ever mute? 
O ! ne, tibose wires which oft responsive nmg. 
When joy was flush'd, and early life was young. 
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Are not entirely broke, but harmonise 
The blissfal recollections as they rise ; 
And thus make glad my spirit, thus restore 
The happy hoars, which childhood knew before 
Pale youth discouraged, msmhood gave the blow. 
That laid the hope^ of future pleasure low. 
When mom in purple heralded the day. 
And the pellucid sun dispelled the gray, 
Which fondly lingering in the obtuse west, 
Own'd his bright power, then fading sunk to re^t 
I left my couch, and sought my favorite haunts. 
To lay beneath the hoary hawthorn's branch. 
Which grew adown the ever winding vale. 
Its verdure trembling, when the fragrant gale . 
Zephyr'd with silken wings the road along^ 
With the first echo of the cuckoo's song; 
There I admired the twinkling pansies shine, 
Cull'd the wild daisy, pluck'd the eglantine, 
Which sweetly dealt ambrosial balm aroimd^ 
And swept the surface pf the pastoral ground; 
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With dark blue violets wove a rural wreath, - 
Andflaw my image i|i the rill beneath* 

happy Hebe! why art thou \n sleep? 
Why leave ma on the st^ge of life to weep ? 
Awake ! and let those blue eyes on me beamt' 
Those pleasant smiles my last attention claim.rr* 
Dear Nymph I with the^ in childhood I began 
To mock the carea that harass fickle man.—!-' 
To thee in purity I pledged iny vow, 

And twined a flowVy gfirlapd o'er thy tirow- 
Ah ! if thon CQuldst bpt csist thy Qheerful ray« 
In rosy splendor on my gladsome way. 
What wild emotions — what alarms would pease, 
And sink to blisful hours of gentle- peace; 
But thou a^t nearly fled — thy ray is pale, 
4^n(l I alone thy ^bsenqe must bewail, 
And by yon leafy copse, when to repose. 
The fervid sun retired with matchless glowSj, 

1 saw the wave embrace his parting smile. 
The glittering turret and the woodman's pilf , 




T>l»*»ili|lilldMeaB— MrffaM, 
A^vi* lis«ykl ciwi the *«W7 ««U. 

bifMrinttaBBht, aadia! aij ryes am met 

Uck shade* th« Tfllret 



Bvm i^orioss it appaan iboagfa in decay, 

TVi*^ its hsi Tvat^es viU coon away; 

While nlhless Time faisscytiie destractire sireepi, 

AmA DesohtkNB Iter pale rigil keeps ; 

Yat once its lofty tamits row so high. 

That Ibey seem'd splendid meteors in the sky t 
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Of devafitafion ; — heard the battle cry, 

Saw lances gleam, and helmets glitter Bigh; 

Sot spread her wings — admired with steady ken ! 

TranscendentRichborongh! whatwert thou then? 

O, like the laurel, when it first crept toxmd, 

The heroes* temples, with dark locks embrown'd. 

Like the quick eagle, which with plnmy crest, 
dees its young ofispring lie beneath her breast; — 
What sweet emotion fills the parent bird,— 
Nought but the murmurs of her eharge are heard; 
But lo! the huntsman shoots the fiery dart, 
Which quickly rankles in the mo therms heart, 
Forth bursts a sudden stream of vivid gore. 
Then bubbles, till her veins can pottr no ttipre.-^ 
With tearful eyes her slumVring brood she views, 
Raises her face, tq Heaven for pity sues; 
'Tis all in vain ! she struggles hard, — iktn iitBf 
And on the heath her gory carouse lies. 
So thou, funed Richborough! wertdoom*4 toitee 
Tby children in the arms of liberty. 
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Securely smile* bat now obliged to weep« 
Where thy lorn rains their last postore keep ! 
So glory wavers I so the sorrows rise ! 
But natore, lovely nature never dies ! 

Now to the grassy mesid I bend my way. 
Obscured by ramparts from the sunny ray; 
And renovate in mind those happy hours. 
When Infancy was charmed by fancy's powers; | 
When, (m this crag, I carelessly did mark 
Th* aerial journey of the soaring lark; 
When from the azure sky the silver star. 
Of matin brilliance, threw its beam afar, 
When the hoarse raven kept the dewy plain. 
And tuneful cuckoo sung a mellow strain. 
There stands the hawthorn hedge, the wicker gate> 
By which indulging thoughts I oft have sate; 
There slugs the oozy dyke, which Hags adorn. 
There runs the bank of velvet verdure shorn, 
The slanting alley where the lambkins play. 
And sportive heifers court the noontide ray, 
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^vireet Dfyad! of these scenes to tbee I bend^ 
A^nd, O, thy bounteous gifts to them extend; 
Xune — tune thy mellow pipe in that recess, 
Where thou dost ken their mutual loTeliness;— 
AVith silken music mak^ this woodland ring, 
As thy fair hands touch each vibrating strings 
And, O, may Nature through her whole career * 
IR^store her vernal sweets to carpet here ; 
See the trees blossom, and the flowerets bloom^ 
Catch the mild Zephyr loaded with perfiime. 

Now the translucid sun with burning beams^ 
Has gain*d the centre of his transient dreams. 
And blazes o*er the meadows, — tints the hills, — • 
Throws his reflection in the branching rills^ 
In the green covert rest the spotted deer. 
The sheep retire unto the parting mere, 
The breathless oxen seek the bubbling brook^ 
And the tired ploughboy id some shady nook 
Supinely sleeps, while murmuring at his feet^ 
The bee extracts refreshing liquid sweet. 
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Th«* pale the brilliaBce of tte noniog 

Andth^* the 8«i scane i^ifles upon Ike 

But shall not BaeeBeotiom ttes assert 

Her cl^erftil ragn* withpiffe eiBetioa firangbt? 

Then, white tiie fsggots blaze, the foamiii^ iiovl 

Shall eurcidate in amity of soul ; 

And when the Ibeble day assumes its flight. 

Kind conversation wake the lire-long night. 

How sweet to pace the pansy-stndded mead. 
Where, on its pasturage, the lambkins feed, 
Where white-thorn trees and tangled briers throw 
Their odour e'er the stagnant dyke below; 
Where lofly firs in grand succession rise. 
And poplarii point their branches at tile skies ; 
Where o*er the brook an alder bridge is thrown; 
By water flowers, and tufted sedge overgrown. 
Thelre, pe^nsiv.e stranger, at the suhry noon. 
Or the refulgence of the silver moon, 
Thou canst indulge thy soKtude serene. 
Ken the bright Sun— or view the lunar queen 
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How aweet when Summer«Ued*lier fervid charms^ 
And with her genial ray th^ ccoiatry Wf|rm3. 
To penetrate the deep, emhosomedtgprave,, 
And court the shadows of the dark alcove: 
Ta wander, when the feathere^l nuDsitrelsy 
Fill with their music the enamelled lea; 
When spangliog dew-drops on the ha:Mrthprn^hine,, 
And rijl adown.thp teqidrils of thf& vine;.-i- 
To walk the wood and plupk that starry gem. 
The lovely yellow flower of Bethlehem !. 
And view the sun ascend the; eastern skiesj^ 
When fair Aurora hids the niorning rise^ 
How'sweet, when Autumn hrowns the ripen'd field 
That fruitful produce to ihp swain doth yield^ 
To view the reaper crop the golden, grain. 
And the tied sheafs crown thp belahoured wain«. 
And wjien drear Winter overcomes the year, 
And drooping plants obey his stem career,. 
Yet then 'tis sweet to climb the ferny hill, 
Skat« on the surface of the frozen rill; 
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Th« hero Wilding on his fiery horm. 
Reddens the field through which he kept las covnre; 
His light phtmes noddittg on lits 'silref isasque. 
Gleam thro* the smoke and in the snnheam bask^ 
Escaped from myriads of contending foes. 
His Boble breast for more puissance glows ^ 
Again he rashes to that very field 
"Where just before his enemies did yi6ld; 
But the faint horse unable to sustain 
The torrent «f the battle — files again, 
Sinks on his knees, emits his dying groan, 
O'eroome by weakness, Imt oVrthrown by nonew 
Not so his lord— ibr legions round him press» 
Still lie displays ins wonted valiantness ; 
Contest is psde !>^lie wehers in his gore, 
A livid corse — his enemies were more ! 
He Cambers on a sward of clotted grass^ 
And men admire his courage as tSiey pass. 
Thus gallant Charles, unnvrtared Sweden^s King» 
Ifade Europe with his fame and glory ting; 
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Victor in bloody battles — found his fall 
]3eneath the rampart of dark t^redericshaU. 
Night Veird the land when horror done the deed, 
That made his princely heart obscurely bleed ; 
AssaiPd by many foes, bnt shdn by none. 
He fell a nc^le martyr to his own! 
And what is he who never in the field 
Obliged his foes to vaKant prowess yield ? 
Whether a peasant, ignorant of Fame, 
Or venal nobleman, t>f haughty name ? 
Little remains upon the cetteKs grave. 
But a rude post which time will soon bereave ; 
Bnt^ tall pile, majestic in its birth, 
Peers to %he memory of '' Departed worth 1 *' 
O, may no sculptured cokuna o'«r nie4risey 
While ihe pure recoUective tear supplies 
Itsicheerless place, tiM time forgets the day,: . 
When my lest fashion sought a bed of. clay : 
Then rear a masterpiece in teue regard. 
With this short phrase^—*' Here sleeps a British 
Bard," 
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Now lurtk the page of History, anil leant 
That Grattdeur often *lo6pt aaide to movrn. 
S^e Woltey, 'mid the hoaor*d and the great. 
Rebuke his King and harbinger of stale ; 
First in the wassail— -foremost in the dance : 
Can this be eminence Of Teering ohanoe? — 
Ken yon tall fMlaee, there doth Wolsey reign^ 
Those shiubberies belong to his domain ;^^ 
His board is massy plate, his cnps are gold. 
His liimitare most snmptaons to behold I 
Misfortune is awake ; and O, her blow 
Lays in adversity her victim low. 
Now look on Wolsey ! mark that languid face. 
Fading beneath the pressure of disgrace; 
£y^n curiosity doth deign to ask 
If this be Wolsey, with disguiseiul mask ? 
Short is the shock— he gives his parting breath. 
To him who buries costliness in death. 

Now through this dell my ramble I pursue. 
And the wide prospect passes from my view, 
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Sare where yon oaks present an open space 
Of veWet meadowS;^ in their summer grace. 
And save where gleaming through the distant treen 
The shallop furls its white-sails to the hreeze. 
Sat here a gloomy shadow paves my way. 
Scarce 'livened, though the lucid sunbeams play» 
Upon the texture of the oval areh, . ^ 

TVove with^e fbliage of the mournful larch » 
And lofty pine; welcome this drear re€ess>^ ■ *. 
Welcome this covert of cool shadiness. 
Where silver dew bespangles fevery tewer ' 
That basks supinely in the latest hour . 
Of afternoon, where straggling branobes j<m. 
And with its chrystal inflnenee drip and shine. 
But let me cross this swingfai^ alder bridge. 
That hangs, suspended on a hillock's edge 
0*er the blue stream, and seek the ozier ground. 
Where stillness spreads her solemn balm around ; 
Save when at intervals the tinkling bell 
Of playful sheep fesponda from yonder dell. 
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And $3ive, when soariug; from the ancieat oak^ 

Distinctly breaks the jargon of the rook ; 

Or the tired aDgler*s inadvertent song. 

Lost in faint echo, dies the lane along. 

Sweet tufted plain 1 where tangled willows grow^ 

And point their slender leaves of pallid blue ; 

Where the thick hawthoqi fonna a woodland 

screen^ 
And the quiet riU» unruffled^ flows between. 
Tipt with the golden Sun*8 resplendent fire. 
And molten vane, appears the village spire» 
Innumerable flowerets wanton here, 
Butseareely sparkle with a dewy tear; 
And to the water-grass the blue fly clings> 
Moving alternately bis glossy wings. 
Perchance, should Meditation lead the way^ 
Some matron hither may resort to pray; 
On this grey stone, from quick intrusion, kneels 
And taste the pleasures of a transient weal. 
While open meads the profier'd prayer deny^ 

And timid bowers reject the grateful sigh* 
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Bat let me court this wilderness of flow'rs. 
"Where rosy Flora laughs away the hours; 
iyhere woodland incense, steeps the sephyrsT 

wing. 
And ^ver fdunt^ins, softly mnrmnring, 
Pour through the cavities of solid stone, 
That forms the grot, which classic statues crown;-* 
And buskin*d Nymphs the guardians olthe place, 
With purple fillets bear a sculptured vase. 
Down every velvet alley daisies blow. 
And rich auriculas in beauty glow, 
Dark wall-ilowVs breathe nectarious perfume, 
And pale-white violets court the busky gloom ; 
Aspiring tulips of unnumbered dyes, 
Walk the cool garden, and in order rise, ' 
Numberless foz«gloves wanton in the Sun, 
And up the polish'd wall the rose doth run : 
The polyanthus .too, with gaudy face, 
Lends to this floral pale its varied gi*ace; 
Circled anemones conspire to prove 
This is the spot that gains my fervent love ; 

F J 
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Ob yonder turf-Glad bank tb« green^baase -stonds, 
And tto whole prospect of tiie wdk commaods; 
'She caiiiag woodbme, BWHfluig «n Its frowtt. 
Falls o'er the bosom of th* adjacent moant. 
Where duqiled Cupid on fbir Venns* htBsst, 
Forgets his former freaks ittd sinks to rest. 
Thus Ugfat-btir^d Paris m Bardamsm ^Gvotos, 
Leant OB Hellena*s arm Mid 46ld his 4tfves, 
Till heaTenty slnmhers seal^ his hnnuo^g 'eyes, — 
Laid passion infoigetiid prophesies! 
For blue-eyed Pal]ba horer*d o'er his bead^ 
And bade the fall of Troy attend (he i»idad bedl 
Bat let Description tune her pqie again, 
I trow it has not erst^Mim toned in vaint 
Let her form linger in this cool recess, 
Wliere flowery shrubs in. nutrnd loveliness, 
Thrive to weave Nature one harmonious wreath. 
And store with copious balm her ^passive breadu 
Amid dark cypresses an altar bums. 
And at its front a pensive virgin nioums. 
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Hiisr^ oil thtt ^kec^hrMob •£ a apraading tree 
j^oli^ii hurfs loiidi thtir soft latlody.; 
And olive hoc dotk Unii eveqr »oad> 
I» wbidr (ke §^iv-iraim kflflfis^ her amall abwk. 
And often lumivates vi^^ Tivfd Mgi^, 
The fading a?eMD(|p mA db ^ileHfc »^l^ 
A grove of kMe) to ^|<mr tbc^ bfare. 
Grows hj tl|« entr^mpa of the l^atud^a^ eave^ 
Where on the wiaga of vietfory <)pih aaair 
The laat remerabranoe of inunerial Moorai 
O, let pniaaajice share the faitl^l t^|Mr» 
When blasted iii an ardooos career, 

£v'n let the garden echo with its na^^, 
jLnA the high temple bear its trophic ^Eiuoe* 
Now nural Goddess ka4 p^ I9 die fipqt. 
Where cares and gp^ty wqes vsay be ffiif9U, 
And wbere Betiremettt^ «<4¥^v ^^ iih». 
The bosom with a magpe fondn0ss thri|I|u 
Delightful SunMner-hoQse ! where jasmine if rf4p9» 
And the soft gale in gentle murnmr sleeps^ 
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Where fair'camatioiis raise tlieir superb heads. 
And lilac heartsease o*er the border spreads. 
Sweet jonquils, purpled hyaciniths bestow 
Their conntleas charms^ and beauteoudy glow;-— 
Flank'd by a solitary sloping vale. 
With lilies blooming, deliei^ly pale. 
Lovely retreat! the honeysuckle falls. 
With mellow llow'rs adown its limber walls. 
And fragrant southernwood matured by care, 

■ 

Scents with much perfume the ambrosial air. 

, . . • • 

O, here with book and fascinating lyre. 
The length of tedious day could never tire. 
Here with harmonious flageolet the Bard 
Might hymn the various comforts which he shared. 
And proud that solitude had fired his soul; 
Sing with wild rapture and a free control. 

The steril heath now claims my wandering eye. 
Encircled by a rill of lurid dye. 
Which lessening winds till lost adown the glen. 
Where eglantine salutes the weary ken; 



■ ■ •> *. 
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Sat here at barren wilderness extends, 
Save where lomi alder o'er the dyke impends. 
And save where dislandy appears the groTo, 
The 'gleaming tnrret of the dark aleove« 
"With sorry tents that vagrant race appears, 
Renown'd for palmistry through many years. 
Who rule the planets in the bonndless aky^ 
And keep old tomes of secret mystery : 
Some on the turf recline, and others waste 
The-preeiods moments telling of the past, 
While some indulging epicurean bliss, 
The platters crown, and as the cauldrons hiss 
Pour out the foan)ing ale by theft obtained 
Whieh indigence at first securely planned 
But who is he with silken-waving hair. 
That sweeps his rosy neck, why is he there?—* 
O, that was Edwin, loveliest of swains. 
That ever rambled o'er th' Arcadian plains. 
His rural pile stood on a gurgling brooks 
In the close covert of a shady nook. 
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And village mftideiM dejilsf oiMiy aUr ove 
To gain the paaaten q€ |I|9 Gotiar a love. 
A hattaad gafcatdaae a«4 kefakaaf bl«f. 
Worn by ih* Mnatftooift b«i ebtaiai'd b; Caw, 
A neat atnw hal wet^ all hia oolward gm^, 
Saye ambnm gikera o£ beoonUog atae. 
Theae wete enovf^ talve ih» q^ean 1«^ 
Aa the refiectiea of die Incent glaaa^ 
Drawa radiant Beauty to bahoM hea iftoe« 
And Naiadai frmn of ]ia«reidy--fiiA(ionfd gnrn^ I 
Long aince young Edwin, when departed dajr 
Had snnk beneath the first noetarmd ray^ 
And silver Lima smooA'd the distant hill. 
With transient beam playVI on the sparkling rill. 
Took his lone waHc, as he was wont to do 
Adown die length'ning lane where poplars grew. 
He loved that hoar of solitnde — when heard 
The plaintive numbers of dre nightly bird 
Steal on 4he silence of th' endnring ea^m, 
And fill the bosom with sympboaieiis balm: 
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He lingerM under ih» wide pcAlard'g sbude. 
And O, fiuok sweet deligli4a Tetirement made 
That lie still ImgerM— when a d«ad of smoke 
Biased diKbioasIy up liie ^pveadtBg oA, 
Tliat raised jts 'branehmg limbs snprentely grand 
0*er a smaill tract of fiiisy-«oir^r*d land. 
Young ^dwin mark-d in Awtnij attire 
A groiip of idlsni seat^ round a ftre» 
Their merry voices and Chdr happy strains 
Echoed dong the hme and fiird the plainit. 
Th* unconscionn swain a stranger to the race, 
Would Jiar e withdrawn from the secludad ^piaee. 
Where .meditation 'on Creoothian wing 
Had moved his heaitt ^ ipure im^nnig ; 
But as with wonder he bebrid the group. 
Two gipsy females ^hus, ^htring spoke : 
''"Weleonie young Stranger to our green retreat, 
''Where innocence and pleasure always meet, 
" Where Health contented keeps her cool domain, 
'' To cheer the slare and antmate the swain; — 
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<* The Earth is ours — ^tbe sea can only bind 

'<Oar further limits — ^not deject the mind; 

** Heaven is our canopy and what it showers 

*' Purchase our ease and give our children dowers. 

^' Spring is our temple where the thoughts improve, 

** Summer our paradise fliat wakens love; 

** Bleak Winter may alienate — ^not destroy 

** The rosy hours that rear our mutual joyj 

^*0, amaranthine bliss! O, happy souls! 

** Whom regal dignity nor threat controls. 

** We angurisie — ^we people every star 

''That shoots its ample brilliance from afar; 

** Fortune smiles on us«— nay beyond the grave 

" Our social glory time durat not bereave ; 

'' Welcoqie then Stranger^ of our meal partake, 

** And keep with us the amioable wake.*' 

Young Edwin much admir'd tbis short harangue. 

And quickly sate amid them on the pUin ; 

Where flattery seduced his gentle heart, 

And rich temptation lent a willing part: i 
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He wanders witk th«m still, to eune tb« di^ 
Mis character aad virtues pass'd away. 

Thus flits my song :^an echo stOl is left, 
AVhich whispers what the day hath not bereft ; 
But tbat wiU die ere Phoebus tnaes his reed, 
Aad the dark woodland with the spacious aiead 
Are dim, alike the aa^alatiag waye, 
When pouring in its solitary cave. 
But now as £?en with her dying gales 
Murmurs benign adown the ambient vales^ 
Let me assume the silver lyre again. 
And passively re-build the rural strain. 
Sweet Recollection leads my weleome way^ 
While airy Ciqpids round her bosom play. 

Near this lost road where gloomy trees unite, 
Greatmg by their shade eternal night. 
The curling woodbine scatters balmy sweets. 
Around yon dwelling, which my presence greets : 
And still it fronts the moss^encircled oak, 
That hides the columns of the transient imoke, 

G 
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Which, bursting from its chiiniiey ftides t 
In one nnclouded hue of dofoions grey. 
Dear cot ! how welcome to a pilgrim's eye. 
Art thou, and all the scenes that round thee lie;- 
Oh, I could hymn those recoUeetive charvis. 
When Childhood slept in dimpled Hebe's arms. 
Oft on the turf-made sod of velyet green. 
That decks thy door with drops of spangliiig^sfaeeB, 
In quiet mood» I heard the throstle sing. 
And fan the fragrant air with speckled wing : 
Or listened to the tuneful cuckoo's note. 
That on the gentle zephyr seem'd to float. 
When Summer, in her silken robes array 'd, 
A pictured loveliness for Genius made. 
Delightful home ! where love and friendship reign, 
Where Pleasure keeps her roseate domain. 
Be thine the ray to circle round my soul. 
The genial ray that shines so beautiful ! 
O, let the now-exhausted cup of bliss. 
Be filled and quaff 'd with mutual faithfulness. 
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A^Sj when I. lingered in thy blooming bawor»» 
.A.nd laugh'd away the heaven*created hoars ; 
But O, remembrance doth alone remain^ 
To cheer sad vigils of desponding pain. 

Oft when the antique clock with polish*d casC) 
X^roclaim'd immuring school-time grew apace» 
liVith ready smile and active feet I sought 
That audience where simple lore was taught ; 
Where the grim pedant sway'd his birchen rod. 
And thoughtless pupils trembled, at his nod. 
But ev*n in that censorious retreat. 
Pair Nature kept beside the crowded seat. 
Whilst bold Imagination brought to view 
The images that learning never knew. 
Yet, hist! the happy bell with joyous toll. 
Awakes th' attention of the studious soul ; — 
Then open flew the gate, with creaking noise, 
And thro' the aperture rushed a crowd of boys;, — 
I with warm eagerness forsook my lore> 
To share domestic happiness once more. 
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filysian Memory ! to reeali those days,. 

When erery object, sang the note of prabe; 

O, if from me thy loirely form should psrt» 

What grief and solitude would thrall my heart! 

Bat thou art still endearing, and thy flame 
Weaves the impassioned bard a wreath of fame.« 

Oft-times have I, when eve was growing laUe, 
Amid the tufted sedge by yonder gate 
Reclined, and read the deeda of Robin Hood, 
With his tall bowmen in the shady wood ; 
And then the mystic Monk with ancient t<Hne, 
Who prophesied a feudal baron*s doom. 
Awoke my anger, while th* enchanted grove. 
Its elfin tenants shared my rising love : 
Then praised the hero, who in garb of mail. 
Had braved the torrent and the angry gale ; 
WhO| in the solemn hour of moody night. 
Rode to the velvet pennons of the fightj 
Destroyed his foes and bound the laureUcrown 
Upon his brow ; — a vofry to Renown I 
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1*hen, with the eye of golden faacy a»i^ 
Smbattled turrets 8we6[» the vale of war, 
Aspire to hearen, with fla«iitiiig oannon crown'd > 
J!Lnd scatter crimson thunderholia around ; 
TVhiie at their front a waving standard flew. 
And hid the arcy skies of azure blue ; 
XJpoii their ambient tops in bright array, 
A thousand archers sung ike battfe-lay ; 
And showers of darts profusely hail'd the foe, 
Whose tented dwellings clothed the field below. 

And thou too, gothic pile, sublime domain. 
With sacred grandeur. Phoenix of the plain ! 
Shalt grace my song, altho* dark-wreath'd Decay 
Keeps thy old precinct in her rigid sway. 
Yet great tbou wert when thy exalted spire, 
Was consecrated by religious fire, 
TV hen the loud pssan hymn'd thy matchless rise. 
And white*rob*d preachers woke their energies ; 
But now how rude thy massy towers appear. 
And claim the tribute of a pilgrim'^ tear ! 



46 

The silent dead that in thy mansion sleep. 
May teach th' ungodly libertine to weep ; 
And traly hint to him who may intnide, 
Break not the hour of placid solitude. 
Whilome a Tyrant with empurpled sword. 
By avarice and cruelty allured^ 
Saw with delight his satellites despoil 
The surface of thy monumental aisle ; 
Could nought reproTe their irreligious seal? 
Did no one for thy holy fabric feel ? 
Alas ! why are thy trophied arches then 
So mutilated to the eager ken 7 

Tis here my fathers sleep, . the dewy sward 
Spreads o'er the hollow vault with kind award. 
And spangling daisies copiously bloom, 
To scent this meadow with their new perfume : 
Here could I rest beneath the fiexured Iima» 
And moek the swerving flight of nimble Time ; 
Here may I slumber when the heart can pour 
Its usual warmUi of vital tide no more. 
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N'ow let me pace Uie upland wB^k ^gtan, ) 
And leave the foot-road of the auburn plam ; 
Tor Hwas the spot where warriora hurl'd the lance, 
Where expectation toss'd the palm of chance. 
Where martial *minstre]syinspir*d each breast. 
And battle-files against their foemen prest. 
Where flamu^g pennons flew ; the sword and shield 
Were then the glories of the glittering field ! 
There heroes bled and found a hallowed grave. 
There Honour cast her mantle on the bcare ! 
And trophies, worthy trophies, still remain. 
Living mementoes of this deathless plain ! 
There Fame stilt mourns her gallant chtldrens* fall. 
Though slighted, pours her heavy woe to all. 
Her bays. which deck'd the monumental bust. 
Mingle their beauty with the traceless dnst ! 
Ah. Ignorance thoufoe of fickle Man, 
Ah, Desolation, with a cheek so wan. 
Now lift your iron diadems and smile, 
And count your victories o'er this injured isle ; 
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But kftow when miyenHil Wiadcvm reigft»» 
And Science rears her bospitiMe fiuiee. 
Then with abhorment mortals wHl expel 
Year savage forms from where yon wont to d weB f 

O Glory, let me meet diee, where the eloud 
Of Declaration reils the brave and proud ; 
Who in the pnrple field with ardent seal, 
UnsheathM their swords and bought a shortjiv'd 

weal. 
Nymph ^th thy pendent laurels gemmVI by hade 
When from celestial skies (by spirit came. 
The Gods attending blest thy heavenly birfliy 
And a red star illnmed the spacions earth ! 
By that the wondVing pr6phets understood 
Thy early art would be performed with blood ; 
They rent their milk-white surplices and pray'd 
That such evieted pow^r might be delayed. 
When, lo ! the fiery meteor burning fell. 
And quiet closed the brazen gates of hell; 
The world was radiated, and its spark 
Shone through the gloom of the nocturnal dark : 
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Men caught its fire> the lofty momilaiiis stood 
Thuiideriiig beholders of the crimson flood 
That swept around their bases, and the fields. 
The spangled bosom of the waving wealds 
"Were colored with a reeking dye, and hid 
By the eicpanse of Moloch's pyramid ! 

Bat who art then, fair nymph, with fillet bine. 
And flowery mantle of the pale pink hue 7 
Methinks the rosy flowers that form thy wreath, 
IfTere never cnlFd to deck the shrine of death. 
O, no — ^thy art is to assist the swain. 
Urge on the plongh and ripen all the plain ; 
The pastoral Dryads court thee in the wood. 
And Innocence bathes. in thy spotless blood. 
Not at thy birth did crimson omens rise, ' 
Or beams of hoi^or shoot along the skies ! 
But fields and Tallies smiled in verdant spring. 
And airy Sylphs, thy excellence did sing. 
Let florid Glory chant along the fight, 
Lash her dark steeds, and whcsl her car so bright. 
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But them Shalt sirsy with fiUet m thy brew 
Where healUi an^ peac^ Qauvp Ibe throne of Woe ; 
Bid Plenty fellow thee^ end Fleva store 
With meUbw frnits the plain thou wnnd'reat o'w. 
But if Injnstiee should foment mankind^ 
To bare theil* BiHOfh, tOii in the battle find 
Impartial right— then 61ery do thou eome 
To animate the soul and gild th^e tomb. 

There^» a people^ who» in valleys direll, 
Quafiit strangers to the ftabbalh^gokig bell; 
Who 'neath tall mountainsy overgrown with pine» 
And orchards chequer*d with the purple vine. 
Attend jheir fiocis; their comely children bless^ 
And court the joys of tranquil happiness. 
Though avalamshes oft tumble' i^ost the brow 
Of some tall steeps and' whelm the lane below ; 
Yet in those trying moments they obeyed 
The ruin which Che drelkdfiil body made. 
Theirs is the spring of unpolluted joy^ 
Which neither fear nor grandeur can destroy ; 
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Theirs is the clime wh«re rip*iiiBg eiiltarA seottiSt 
The picture of imaginary dreams : 
Their bosoms share th» mndissotriag bliss. 
Their eyes koa Gothard is his jrtateliness-; 
0» theirs 4ihe spell of love and fairy land. 
Where first brav« Verner broke the tyrant's band. 
And T«U, alike a chamois, climbed the hiUst 
Oft liog'ring to behold his natire rills* 

In the recesses of a peaceful yale, 
Where rosy flowers perftimed the listening gde, 
A simple cottage stood ; its sylvan panes 
Sparkled like mirrors to the meeting lanes; 
And on it9 front the vine, with dew drops «tad. 
To sunny smiles nnfolded every bud; 
A fence of eglMitine around it gr^w. 
And spread its blossoms to the heedless view ; - 
The leafy woodbine hid its shady door, 
Run on the sill, thiit jutted out before. 
Gay painted jonquils bloomed on either side, 
And crpcusses upon the rill did ride. 
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WUeh, Tarjuig in haes beneath the Sui, 
Rqipled below the distaiit nunuiteui-dwi. 
The thrilling Bans des Vaehes alone was heard» 
Save the.iunt ditty of some wilder'd bird> 
And save the tinkliog of the heifer bell* 
That on the silent wind responsive felL 
This was a Paradise! where sage Rossean 
His ideal thoughts and retrospections drew; 
Here* with an eye that kindled on the scene» 
A Tacant doubt that often came between. 
He saw the moontain^s ice-coronali*d crests 
And smiled — ^for solitade was loveliest! 
_ As midnight glancing o'er the classic page 
He followed history from age to age» 
And cast his eyes upon the heav'n so fair^ 
Counted the stars, — ^but Doubt was dwelling there! 
Perchance my Muse would sing a loftier strain. 
As oft domestic fields delight in vain! 
Begin then, but thy daxading colours. Maid, 
Would ill besnit him, who demands thy aid. 
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Tkere wa« a matt for ^fastb and virtue famed. 
By hallow*d Patriotism fondly named ; 
Who, on a mountain's brow, serenely dwelt. 
And the dear charms of valid freedom felt ; 
Around his cottage streams and torrents roird, 
IVhich the bright sun would tint with molten gold> 
And sloping Tallies, gemm'd with flowers, below. 
Lost to the traveller's sight, wound to and fro; 
Dark-heaving waves into a lake did fall. 
On which stood Altorf, Uris' capital. 
Whose lofty spires and ramparts might be seen. 
Prom Teirs neat dwelling and his meadow green; 
Tell was the peasant*s name — he had a soul 
So pure — beneficent — and beautiful; 
He bounded o'er, alike the nimble roe. 
Wide torrents, as they gurgled oeV the snow ; 
He caught the chamois, tore the nervous oak. 
And linked his able oxen to the yoke. 
Guided the shining share, and turned to bless. 
His hours of labour and of happiness I 



But when vile Tyramy oppressed his kuid. 
Who drew his forest bow with eager hand ; 
Who slew the mad Usorper on the £eU» 
Dismay'd his satellites ? Oh I it was Tell. 
See, yonder ramparts frowning on the lake* 
See. the red standard warrior-men awdce — 
There Teii leads on to battle, and his foes 
Sink *mid the reeking gore that ooprous flews. . 
The Swiss are free ; the conqueror*s voice is heard. 
And to Simplicity he plights each word. 

Now, sweet Retirement, lead me to thy bower, 
Where I may waste in fought the dying hour ; 
For thine are charms which never clov the heart. 
But sacred peace and gratitude impart. 
Celestial bliss inhabits every place, 
And Nature gladdens widi unwonted grace. 
Where thou dost love to sit, and view serene, . 
The starry vault — the grove and meadow green— 
The sloping knoll — the walk embos&'d with wood 
The mossy, rivulet and driving flood — 
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Or listen to the iamic of tlie plain-^ 
The lambkin's bleat — the cUckoo's Imieful: straiB. 
O, silent Maid ! can nigged lines express^ 
Thy witching flame and oonttite loveliness? 
Cao the lorn Bard essay to praise thy worth. 
Thou fairest Maiden of th' adoring earth ? 
O, no — ^tfiongh he to thy still fane resorts. 
With hninble sacrifice thy goodness conrts. 
Yet, so roniantic uv the scenes he views, 
The feictes tiiat invite his tender Mnse, 
That he, dispirited, fears to awake 
The simple lyre, for Meditation's sake ; 
And shrinks, when Recollection brings again. 
Before his eyes some traits of her reign ! 

Now welcome Evening, with thy locks of red. 
Thy purple stole, and garland newly braid; 
Bine sh^ny pearls npon thy bosom shine, 
Like dew-drops on the flowers of eglantine, v 
Welcome, tired Nymph, to this beloved retreat, 
Where yonth and elegance are wont to meet; 
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Where Healtk, wiCb clieeiiiil soule, attends to pay 
Her last atte&tioii to departiBg day. 
C<Hne, <a Ike Mill-Walls tone thy pliant qnill. 
And sing tUl twili^t leaves the fading hill ; 
Then the Bard's lay most end, the hand that swept 
The echoing wires will he of power bereft. 
Bnt ere Ihe Son sinks o*er the western tide. 
Ere the tall peaks with molten gold are dyed, 
BeantifQ) Walk! my last address rec^ve. 
And for thy Minstrers brow a garland weave. 
Oh! should the rigid stroke of Fate oppress 
My pleasant hours of fleeting happiness. 
May thy sweet image strive to raise agtfin, ' 
A free concussion from that dreaded pain ; 
If in the boundless desert I decay. 
Where 'purfde floods obscure the sunny ray. 
Where ^e Sirocco, pouring all his flames. 
The pensive pilgrim as his victim claims, 
M^y some true 'friend, who loved me while alive. 
And should my hapless destiny survive. 
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Ooart these dear woodlands, and recall to mind 
T^he happy joys in them I oft did find. 
Oh ! if my corse should welter by the wave, 
Or rest, nnenvy'd in a foreign grave 
May my lorn sprite ride on the bitter blast, 
Xhat, howling, sweeps the desert meads so fast ; 
Sail on the lurid stream » fly o'er the grove. 
And leave remembrance in the tall alcove; 
V^ith a dark wreath of ivy bind its brow. 
And' bid the haven«-tide serenely flow. 
Parewell, delightful spot ! from thee I go^ 
[perhaps to vast regions of eternal snow ; 
Or where the classic temple rears its head, 
With richer tints and lovelier lustre spread 
Than thy immortal seat; but. Oh! my heart 
Shall foster all the charms thou canst impart : 
Oh! by th' Omnipotent, be ever dear ! — 
I plight that sacred tribute with a tear. 

March, 29, 1826. 



NOTES. 



Wht sung responsive te the bai/mg gale. 
This bears some comparison to the following beantifal line of the poet 
Virgil : — 

Hinc alti sub rope canet frondator ad anras.— EicJ. i. line 67. 
Sni let me emrt tklt tfMemeUef fteeifrs. 
Wilderness of flowen is ni«d by Thomson in his "Seasons** 

PurpUJUlets,^Yide Virgil's ^neid. 

And peOe white violets court the husky gloom: 
The white violet is of delightful fragrance. It will bloom and matar« 
beneath those trees under which several other flowers will perish. 

Jn which th£gl9WJworm keefs her sumll eibede. 

And often luminates, with vivid light. 
The fading evening and the silent ni^. 

This luminous insect has been AUccessfully described by Montgomery 
in the two fbltowing venes:— 

When evening closes Nature's eye. 

The glow worm lights her little spai k. 
To captivate her favourite fly. 

And tempt the rover through the dark. 
Conducted by a sweeter star 

Hian all that deck the fields above. 
He fondly hastens from afar, 

Tb soothe her solitude with love. 

Whilome, a Tgrasa wUh empurpled swerd. 

By avarice and cruelty allured. 

Saw with deOgkt his sateUUes detpeU 

The surface of thy monumental aisle, 
St. Clement's Chnrch, which is reported to have been built 10M years 
ago, was pillaged by the vile band of the usurper Cromwell. It contains 
many cnriojities worthy of the observation of the antiquarian. 
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Perchance my muse would sing a loftier strain. 
As oft domestic fields deligfU in vain ! 

Sicelides Masae, paallo minora canamas ; 

Non omnea arbosta Javant, homilesqae myrieaB.^fi'c^, iv. 1. 1« 2. 

Thas emulated by Dryden : 

Sieiliaa Miae bagin a toftier atraia 1 

Thoagh lowly shnibs and trcea tbat fh«4e (be plain 

Delight not all. 

Begin then, but thy dazzling colour*. Maid, 
mndd iU betuU him, iMto dgmmm^ thf aid. 
This MBteaaa bas wnae reMuniblaaee «> ch« Mlowiag apotlrtpba of 
Ftoiinn : — 

Keep thy dascUng eoloan for the if anriors whose actions demand thy 
nid ! Thine ornainents would ill mil the hero whom 1 me abonl to ting. 

Telt was the peasants name, ^c. 
See Florian's Patriots of Switzerland, 

Grand JUchborough which shades the velvet ground, 4^. 

Richborongh Castle stands on a small eminence, one mile distant from 
Btonar, a village of great antlqalty and renown. Its walls are covered 
with a thick cloak of Ivy, and inteftp«r««d in v«rUMi» dlra«ilons, among 
a corn-field, for tillage has now crept over the place where once the feudal 
Chieftain harangned his vassals previous to the battle, and where the 
music of the Minstrel animated their souls with the liveliest atdor : — 

This is the place where legions sent their shouts. 

And fiird the air with hymns of triumph ; here 

The casques of warriors in the sunbeam play'd. 

And sparkling spears alternate ; whtte-rob'd dames 

Came forth to meet Uieir proffer'd lovers* and 

Clinged to each vestment with a proud caress ! 

This is the place where, at the altar's form 

Loire cast her flow'ry chaplets, and enwreatlicd 

Her own blue eyes in times of lonelier peace ;-<• 

The lute and viol then were heard apart. 

The minstrel was attended in the hail. 

And dulcet carols slid from ev'ry tongue ! 

— — — But tis no more I 
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Time has o'erthrown it« venerable pile, — 
Naj, even levelFd some parts with the dast f 
The pilgrim steals, when on the midnight wave 
Di^n has poor'd a flood of lambent light. 
And shone as in 4 mirror ; — then he steals 
And keeps his vigils o'er those images. 
Which once were beantiftil, bat now present 
l^e very picture of th' ambitions sonl 1 

Ya imceUs lfift$ turrets rose so high, ^. 

Few mementoes of the former grandeur of Richborongiky can be pro- 
daoed at the present iwiiod^ but the extensive space of gronnd it inclnder* 
will nearly compensate for that loss. Leland and Camden snppose th«t 
it was sarronnded by the ancient tovm on the slope of the kill, and laved 
by the %vfa» estq^ry th^t ran by Re^nlv^ Castle on the North. Several 
persons of research have also declared that the two castles (Recnlverand 
Richborongh,) are the prodactions of the same architect. 

Let the reader advert to ** Camden's History/'— " Boys' Sandwich/* 
^nd "Fttsell's Topography of Kent." 

Bptt Nature ! lovely "Sature never dies* 

« Art, Glory, gnfdom falU hat Nature still is fair/' By kon. 

£ut the faint horse unable to sustain. 

The famous horse Bncephalns conveyed Alexander throngh the Porian 
battle to a place of safety, and afterwards expired under the pain and 
multitude of his wounds. Alexander sincerely regretted the loss of his 
old friend, and erected a city to his memory, which he named after bin, 
on the banks of the river Hyda^pes.. 

Thw gallant Charles, 4-c. 

It b sopposed that he was shot at the battle of FrederickshaU by one of 
his own engineers. Voltaire and others have laid down principles, en., 
deavouring to prove the contrary ; bat the manner of the monarch's death, 
will, to my opinion make the former appear most likely. Voltaire has 
convicted himself I 

It was on Charles that Doctor Johnson wrote the following celebrated, 
lines : 
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Mis/ati was destiH*d to a barren stramf, 

A petty fortress, and a dubious hand .- 
" He left a name at which the world grew pate, 
" To point a moral and adorn a tale," 

O, theirs the spell of love, ^. 
The GrisODS are remarkable for their indnstiy ^ad patriotism^ 

Where first brave Vemer broke the tyrant's band. 
He was one of the three heroes of the " Helvetic Confederacy.'*^ 

The thrilling Ranz des Vaehes, 4c. 

The national air of the Swiss. — Get air si ch^ri dea Soisses qa'il fot 
defenda sons peine de mort de la joner dans lenrs troopes, parce qui' I 
faisoit fondre en larmes, deserter on raonrier cenx qni l'entendoient» 
tantiJ exploit en eax l*ardent desir derevoir leuv pays." Roussbav. 

This passage is adverted to in Rogiers' *' Pleasures of Memory." 
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PLAIJ^r OF CORUJyjyA; 



AN HEROIC POEM. 



Alas! that Spanish Maid should sing, 
The oomhat where her lover fell ! 

That English Bard should wake the string. 
The triumph o'er our foes to tell. 

Altered from Leydek. 
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Had we never lov'd so kindly, 
" Had we never lov'd so blindly, 
" Never met, or never parted, 
" We had ne'er been broken-hearted." 

Burns. 



** at nunc horrentla Martis 
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Arma, virumque cano."* 



ViRG. 




TO THK 



FRIENDS OF SIR JOHN MOORE, 



THIS FOE Mi 



WITH EVEJIY SENTIMENT OF RESPECT, 



AND HONORABLE FEELING, 



gk» 9^icnuit bji tfie ^vt^ov, 



George R. Carter. 



PREFACE 

TO 

THE PLAIN OF CORUNNA. 



With that natural modesty which should be a 
principal trait in my character, I venture to lay 
before the Public a sbort firefatory discourse 
which will at once disperse all controversy on 
the authenticity of Frederic and Emma. These 
two personages, whom I fear I have loaded with 
more sins than they will be able to answer for, 
are genuine, though undei^ assumed names ; as 
for the suieidfi which ^mma committed, I declare 
that it was solely introduced into the Poem to 
make it appear more tragic, and to give an intro* 
ductory awe to tbus scene whioii felfewa it. 

The RevieM^er may perhaps, if he thinks it 
worth his attention to examine the succeeding 
Poem, fisd tn^ny errors which can only be bene- 
fitted by his indulgence ; may he be liberal, and 
not display that powerful acuteness on the first 
effusion of a young author which has so often 
damped the spirits of many. 

Dealy May 3d. 



SONNET. 

TO LIBERTY. 



O, thou of heavenly birth ! who first inspirM 

Mortality with thy divine-fraiight flame ; 
Angel of worth ! who first Man's bosom fit'd. 

With ardent zeal, to bks« thy halk>w*d qmm. 
The dottgeon-^ci^thre calls to thee for aid» 

Groaning beaeath the thraldom orf Us chain ; 

The hero fighting on a rathleas 
Endeavoars ta support thy fame» 0» 
And tho' be fall amid the gof y dead^ 

Thoa sooth'stthe pains that tendhb^jringboitr; 
O, never can thy dear infusion fade, 

Tho'. death and sorrow o'er thy votVy kiw«cl . 
Immortal angel! deck thtf lovely rose, 
And rouse the thistle with tby sacred glows. 



THE PLAIN OF GORUNNA; 
9m fHinit 



1 

Awake harp of Freedom! O, thriU me again 

With the spell of thy wild-flowing nnmbers ; 
Sonnd the glory, the honor of Cornnnn*s plain. 

Where the Legion of BraTery slnmbers. 
Come Mom, and inspire the rade traits of my song. 

Descend from the regions of heaven! 
Its notes to my country shall simj^y belong* 

If one ray of thy kindness be given : 
And the genius of Valor extol evermore 
That honor to Britain, the glory of Moore ! 

3 

Fair Spain! thy meads are fresh and green. 

Thy waters murmur placid-sheen. 
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Thy woods arc fragrant, thick, and fair, 
And halmjr load the passing air. 
O, in thy climate thrives. the pine. 
And incense-hreathing eglantine. 
And silken zephyr-wings inhale 
The rose-hlnsh in the fruitful vale; 
Down the smooth descents of thy hills 
Fall quietly translucent rills, 
And wild plants in thy howers bloom, 
To add unto the gale perfume ; 
Thy winding floods roll slow and clear. 
And gladness wakes the.pleasant year. 
Thick foliage trembles on thy groves, 
And throstles sing their happy loves ; 
Thy mountains hear umbrageous trees, ^ 
Which exhale odour to the breeze. 
And in thy watery domain. 
Sport gaily all thy finny train : 
The salmon^ master of the stream, 
The barbel, eel> and varied bream. 
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The purple miirexy colored fine. 
Conspire to essay Spain divine ! 
O, wake my InimUe lyre again. 
The Bard will sing a loftier strain. 

3 
There is a land where the breeze calndy Uowiiig, 
Inhales the wild fragrance, which hordens the 
hills; 
Where streams down the moaotains in cheerfkl* 
ness flowing. 
Breathe coolness^aiid trickle in translucent ritfs. 
Where the eitron, and orange thriTC lordily fair; 
And offer their odoor to scent the pure air. 
Where sunbeams are grand, and effulgently shine 
On the fields of the olive, and frnit of the vine ; 
Where the dawn In rich purple enlivens the sky, 
And the ocean, a mirror, is beauteous in dye;' 
Where lakes repose calmly, where myriads of 

flowers 
Exhale their sweet incense among the green 
bowers. 
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>Vhere pastoral woodlands with nrelody ring, 
And blossoms mature in tke warmth of the spring, 
Where zephyrs blow faint o'er the prune in its 

bloom, 
And bear on their pinions the waste of perfume ; 
Habere the cpckoo responds to the loyer's guitar. 
And the glow-worm rekindles her Inminous star. 
So matchless in splendor, that sloping banks glow 
And glittering sparks paint the streamlet below 
Where palaces rise on the pine-cover'd heigbti ; 
And the meteor of Morn pours the blaze of its light 
Along the vast welkin^ the mountain-peak fires. 
And leaves a broad tint on the tremulous spires ! 
O, the vales of that country are fertile and green, 
And the meads in the gloaming are spangled with 

sheen^ 
The calm and the tempest yield equal delight, 
And the. song of the nightingale gladdens the 

night ; 
The virgins are sweet, and the blush of the rose, 
U And man is divine in the midst of his glows ! 
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O, shall not fair Freedom, and Glory repair 
To laurel the actions whieh honor them there ? 

4 
The sunny heams of rosy morn 
Painted the grove, the glen, and lawn. 
And freemen gather'd one and all. 
Beneath Corunna's rampart wall. 
To check the pow'r of tyrant's thrall. 
0» there the spear and helmet shone, 
And boldly pranc'd.the ardent roan. 
There sheathless glaives the warriors bore. 
And pennons stream*d the files before : 
There Caledonia's ensign peer'd. 
And there the British flags wiire reared. 
That boldly essay, as they wave 
A Freeman's right, a Freeman's grave ! 
And wild the bagpipe thrill'd its strain 
To charm, — and wildly thrill'd again ; 
The trumpet shrilly call'd to war. 
The hollow drum resounded far; 
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Ah ! closely in the ranks were then 

The flowV of ?atiant Seattbh meA^ 

Each in bis marfiat garfo array'd. 

The plumy cap, and tartain pkid : 

And by (heir iide» the btigle buAg, 

And o'er their sheulders pkdd was flnig, 

Which rustled in the mdlow wind^ 

As it flow'd down with grace behind ; 

The crooked glaive each warmly grasp*d, 

A shining belt each breast euiras^'d, 

Fiush'd waa each cheek, and bare «aeh knee;— - 

O, coqM a legion be more free ? ' 

O, could a warring host display 

More true and metde ardency 

Than that, which by Uie ramparts end^. 

To bare their arms for Scotia's fame ? 

O, who can Scottish men excel « 

In uttering the Sloganryell? 

Or with their varied garb compare, 

Their kirtles, and their hose so rare ? 
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O, never will a Scotchman flee 
From fight, hut strive most brilliantly ; 
And while the highland war-pipes bray 
His heart will never feel dismay ; 
But flow profuse shall foeman's gore. 
Awhile he grasps' his sharp claymore. 
Then huzza ! for a Scottish man, 
And honor to his native clan. 

5 
They stood in grand array awhile 
Their targes glittering in each file. 
Their broadswords caught the sunny ray. 
Their studded belts look'd bright and gay ; 
But when the chief spake his behest. 
How nobly throbb'd each warlike breast ! 
The pipes their martial air began, 
And order thro* each regiment ran ; 
And as the notes responsive rung, 
'Twas thus the flow'rs of Albyn sung : 
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The fields and braes so blithe and green^ 
The welkin purple and serene. 
The mountains, towering with renown. 
On cataracts and g^ns look down ; 
O, these are fair ! these are ditine ! 

These Scotia thine ; 
And for them we will bravely fight, 
And for our own and fathers^ right. 

O, shall a Scot disgrace his name 
While Freedom stands by lovely Fame ? 
O, shall his claymore sheath*d remain. 
While Honor ranks him in her clan ? 
Shall not his plume that waves before, 

Be red with gore ? 
Shall not a vanquished foeman fall 
When sounds the pibroch's rousing call ? 

O, Caledonia ! hallow'd land ! 

Blest be the waves which lave thy strand ; 
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But w« are far away from (jwe. 
Thou ancient queen of Chiiralry ! 
But never shall oar love decay. 

Though now away; 
Thou mother of the plaidded fyee. 
Our Uood or tears shall flow for thee I* 

Ere eve her sh^dy locks will show. 
Our foemen on the field are low ; 
Ere noon appears our targes shine. 
And courage wakes each closing line ; 
Our plaids of green, our glaives of steel. 

Dismay shall deal ; 
Our pennons by each front shall wave. 
And war-pipes bray a Scotchman's grave ! 

6 
And with mild brow and sts^tely mien, 
The English musketeers were seen, 

• I Imt* iiiadTciteiiUy copied the idea of the abore Une from om ia 
Byran'ji «* StvofllieX^vio* of Hononr." 

" Our lean and Uood mvit flow for thee" 
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Their sable plames a shadow threw 
Upon their helmets clear to Tiew ; 
Their belts wetfe of the finrest white, 
Their breast-plates shot a ray of light, 
Ornated muskets each one bore ; 
And proudly they applauded Moore ; 
The mountains answered to their sounds, 
And shook Corunna*s frowning mounds. . 
O, they were brave ! O, they were free ! 
And wore the star of liberty ! 
And in their honorable hearts 
Oppression ne*er had fix*d her darts ; 
They dreaded not the Freeman's ^rave 
Awhile their arms were streteVd to save. 
They thought not of the monster Death, 
While martial Fame infu8*d her breath ; 
But Patriotism's glorious d^arm 
Awoke eaeh heart, and nerv'd each arm. 
O, in the field they nought did lack. 
Around them were their foemens' wrack ; 
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The Cuirassiers of pallid France 
Durst not upon their host advance, 
But shivered was each sparkling lance. 
The love of fame, the hate of fear, 
Becomes the gallant Musketeer ! 
His upright gait, his cap of brass 
Shall win th' affection of a lass ; 
His bravery and sable plume 
Shall foster on his lonely tomb; 
And while there flows a dewy tear, 
T shall flow to gild the Musketeer. 

7 
Beneath the rampart wall appears 

With crimson coats and glittering spears 
The ninth brigade, as brave a band 
As ever sail'd from English land. 
Upon their caps uprose the feather. 
And on their belts of smoothen'd leather. 
Which o*er their shoulders loose were flung, 
The steely bayonet was hung ; 
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Britannia, as she conquering sate, 

Shone on each soldier's brass breast-plate. 

Right fall their banners streamed to view. 

And martial was their music too : 

The clarion with lively tone. 

The drum that growl'd its hollow moan, 

The shrilly fife, the echoing horn 

Mingled their notes, a hail to morn. 

And fell in tuneful symphony 

Upon the breeze that cool'd the lea. 

O, could the Sun in splendor throw 

Upon that band his summer-glow ? 

Ah ! could he smile upon those men 

Who sought the field of war agen. 

To stay a Tyrant's vile career. 

To check inanimated fear ; 

And essay to restore again 

The former laws of injur'd Spain ? 

What though their laurels dyed with gore, 

Be won upon a foreign shore, 
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Shall not their country for them weep. 
If on a foreign shore they sleep ? 
What though they fall, and nohly die. 
While fighting for Spain's liberty, 
Britannia's chrystal tears shall flow. 
To damp each Soldier's lowered hrow; 
- For she, the mother of the free. 
Alone can shew sincerity ! 

8 

Hist ! heard ye not the sprightly courser's neigh. 
Its clattering hoofs tramp down the craggy way ? 
The distant music of th' echoing horn, 
Is on the gentle breezes faintly borne ; 
And, lo ! adown the slant of yonder hill 
A band of chasseurs wind along the rill, 
Their helmets rise above the greenwood spray. 
That shines beneath the morning's lucid ray ; 
Soft plumes wave prominently o'er each crest 
And lances glitter to the closing rest. 
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Now from the bosom'd woodland they emerge^ 
And by the ragged side their coursers urge. 
The dingle threatens, and the. bowery glen 
Rings to the faultless clash of armour'd men; 
The noisQ is still, yet murmurs idly die. 
And scarce are seen the chasseur cavalry : 
The glittering of each lance, is bright no more. 
But dimly fades on bold Coriwia's shore. 

9 
Ob a rock that overlooks the^ blue roll of the, ware 
A picquet reclined with his steel*shining glaive ; 
He thought on the valorous deeds that were past. 
When his country nor kindred to sorrow were 

cast; 
This raised a pure flame in his woe-pining breast, 
And thus he in feeling, his country addressed : 

My country ! Oh, the time id gone. 
When -Freedom blest thy wood-crown'd hills ; 
When Gladness usher'd in the morn, 
And lively flowed thy lucid rills. 

M 
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But Aow, how sftd tkj ^e appeirs^ 
And eallB a blvsh'^-deiiiandft my tears ! 
And wiit thou not revive agaitt 

Thou glory «if the Weatmi Star ? 
Shall bondage IhraU this amarald )^ain, 

While Tyrant! IiqH the blaat of war ?— 
Oh ! wttllHa-day*— how ottH tfant he, 
While one ray shiMs Irom Liberty ? 
Thy fields are stain'd with foemens' gore. 

The lov«ly ytir)^e of thy streams 
lis neady fled; thdi art no More 

Th' enchanted spot of Beauty's dreams ; 
And yet, thou still canst sottile upon 
The laurel chaplet of a Son. 
1%^ diaiAdn's bower Is nigh Ifbrlom, — 

Ktt ^^rer in the battle fell ;^ 
She bends her brow, *twixt fear and scorn. 

And whispers to the gale-^' fareweU !' 
Her guitar on the willow hung. 
Is lonely, tuneless, and unstrung. 
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fievenge doth flusb ber pMe-woru cbe^k, 

She grasps, displays the gUtt^mg $word; 
She — once unto her love so meek, 

Now hastes — ^now gives the battle-word. 
The foe retire — she stands a maid — 
Amid the corses of the dead I 
And what should we, as living man 
In the embattled field display ?-^ 
The valor of this heroine 

Will kindle hallow'd Freedom's ray ! 
Debased — ashamed that very few 
Of Spanish men their broadswords drew ! 
My country ! from thy present tomb 

Wilt thou again— -again arise ? 
Hath Slavery seai'd thy piteous doom. 
Before a mourning childrena' eyes ? 
Alas ! alas !*^how can that be 
Thou Rainbow to Ae aneient free? 

10 
The ruddy sun-^beam on the steep 
Was lying in its winter sleep. 
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And yet the cliff a shadow threw 
Upon the wave of purple hue. 
No murmur died within the grove. 
No shallops lay heneath the cove, 
No rural dwelling there was seen. 
Upon the brow of grassy green. 
But ruin'd cots were very rife. 
And spoke the end of peasant life ; 
No guitar cheer*d the passing hour. 
From lover's boat, or lady's bower. 
No vinter bore his pruning-hook, 
No shepherd rested on his crook, 
But all was silent, all was drear, 
And Art could not suppress the tear ! 
The direful voice of Demon War, 
There kept the flowery fields in awe ! 
The grass was dank, the leaf was dry. 
The streamlet as it murmur'd by, 
And kiss'd its margin, faintly bore 
A sickly hue of foeman's gore ; 
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The purple vineyard in its bloom, 

Had been a Soldier's gory tomb. 

The weald had waved with crimson bloody 

And swept the «arface of the flood. 

Oh ! Spain thy better days are gone^ 

IVken thou couldst back the brow of scorn. 

Thy children from th* Atlantic car 

Haird thee, a second Ty ria ! 

Thou wert<— ah ! would thou didst remain 

The glory of the western main, 

And flourished rich, a fruitful land. 

Beneath the rod of Ferdinand ; 

That valued fame, which blazed of yore. 

Would stand a beacon on thy shore, 

And Nature*s fairy spell revive 

That Plenty which kept thee alive ; 

Thy children would have spared their tears. 

And checked the sigh of homely fears ; 

But now, they, unavailing flow. 

Sad emblems of their country *s woe ! 
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Beside the closure of a moand, 

That oTerlook'd a vintage ground. 

On the old relics of a gate. 

Young Frederic the picquet sate ; 

And by birit lay his sheeny spear. 

And studded belt, with fighting gear. 

Which cast a lively twinkling gleam. 

Beneath the Sun's effulgent beam. 

Which peep'd above the mountain-dun. 

And on the craggy barrier run. 

Yet darkish was the suUen shade. 

Which the height of the mountain made. 

Ah ! there he of his country thought. 

The galling chains which pride had brought ; 

There in his reverie did weep 

That bloody war the land should keep ; - 

That Spain, which erst had been the clime 

Where lady's love, and minstrel's rhyme 

Were first created, now should be 

The desert scene of cruelty. 
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And while the thought held its controul. 
Thus did he pour this plaintive soal : 

1 

By the rich purple wave on the brink of the ocean , 

i dreamttlmtlhefreedom of Spain might revive; 

For the thought which had kindled my purest 

devotion 

Was warm in my breast, and kept ardour alive. 

The' my eye-lkk were closed in the midst of my 
vision 
I «aw the green vineyard, the dear heaving 
wave, 
The tints on the hills smile in lovely Elysian, 
And tendrils curl over the chevalier's cave! 

3 
How great was my joy, how serene were my 
' slumbers! 

When listening I heard the harmonious guitar, 
The music attending the cuckoo's soft numbers. 
The trumpet proclaiming the end of the war! 



88 

4 
The towery cities with tureU were sparkling. 
The peasaats noTcd cheerM along the gmj 
dance. 
The glen clothed with wood, and the dingle were 

darkling. 
The Poet by fonntain enjoy'd his still trance. 

5 

I awoke, and Oh God ! in the midst of the valley 

The hanner vnlarlM to my tremnlons sight ; 
Aronnd it the bands of the valiant did rally. 
And the son was ontshone in the blaze of its I 
light! i 

6 

I heard the Bard hymn in the thickest battalions, 
Snw the howitzer flash from the brow of the hill, 
^%e ocean was hid by the gaUeys of millions, 
-And the barks with their streamers saird on 

the dark rill. I 
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7 

What then were my thoughts f — the fair noon of 

my gladness 

Had flown, and left Joy with its pleasures to 

woep^ 

My bosom was filFd with unlimited sadness, 

And I rose with blind fury to plunge in the 

deep. 

8 

But the God of my nation, in radiant glory 
Appear^ with the red bolts of war in his hand ; 

O'er his brow angeU tuned their gold harps to 

the story 

Of those who fell fighting the cause pf their 

land! 

9 

He lifted his voice ! he directed his thunder ! 

The broad •spreading wings of the Eagle were 
torn, 
The chains of her captives were l)roken asunder. 

And Nature revlv'd on that beautiful mom ! 
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10 
Insanity then from my bosom departed, 

My cheeks were again painted o'er with delight; 
The love of my country true courage imparted. 
And seizing my arms I adjoum'd to the fight ! 

11 
Then Spaniards awake ! heard ye not the war- 
chorus ? 
'Tis the God of your fathers that tunes his bold 
lyre ; 
Away, O, away — and returning victorious. 
The Eagle will sink on the breast of her pyre. 

12 
But hist ! the music of the horn 
Is on the balmy zephyr borne ; 
And saw ye not those warrior-men. 
Their bright spears glitter in the glen ? 
Their gaudy banners rise above 
The crags and overhanging grove ; 
And here and theje a helmet shines 
Upon the hedge of eglantines ; 
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The chequered rill that mnrmars by 
lieflects the hidden company, 
And there the heron whets his beak. 
Then frighted seeks the mountain-peak ; 
The ruddy splendor of the sun 
Upon the woody covert thrown 
Paints the reviving leaves, and studs 
With pearly drops the opening buds, 
Which rill down the romantic screen, 
And damp a fdume or spear between : 
But hark ! the horn doth sound again, 
And over mountain, hill, and plain 
Young Frederic with swiftness Hies, 
And to the tangled thicket hies; — 
Quick, as the dart shot from a bow 
He slid the pendent shingles through ! 

13 
Fair Emma was the purest maid, 
That ever on the mountains tread ; 
The rose so beauteous and so meek 
Flad stamped its image on her cheek ; 
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Uer light-blae eyes and modest air 
Proclaim'd her virtuous and fair; 
Her father had betrothed her to 
Young Frederic of Andero, 
Who oft unto her bower would come, 
To woo beneath its myrtle dome ; 
And there the pleasipg guitar string. 
And there a 'guiling ditty sing, 

' Or tell some melancholy tale. 
Or on a board of fruit regale ; 
O, sweet were then the hours they past. 
But, ah ! such hours could never last; 
The pealing voice of thund'ring war 
Obliged the youtli to roam afar. 
To draw his glaive, to couch his lance 
Against the worthless bands of France, 
And with his weaponM arm defend 
His love, and those who calPd him friend ; 

And Emma's father left his home 

To fight— but never did return ; 
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For, Oh ! 'tis very sad to tell 
That he amid his foemen fell, 
A martyr in his country's cause, 
A shielder of his country's laws ; 
He fought for those he could not save, 
He died, and found a soldier's grave : 
And Frederic had never paid 
A visit to the beautebus maid. 
Who often in her bower would weep. 
That love should so untimely sleep. 

And bung her guitar on the willows ; 
And often on Comn^a's shore 
She listed to the angry roar 

Of the sea, that heaved forward its billows. 
But on the mom, when noble Moore 
Had summoned all the army-core, 
A picquet very welcome gave 
To her a ring and crooked glaive ; 
Symbols of futhfal love and truth, 
That he was Mill her valiant youth ; 
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'' He is not far/' the {Hcquet cried. 
And bounded o'er the glen so wide. 
And quickly to the Maiden's sight 
Was unperceived his wilder'd flight. 

14 
Amid the umbrage of the wood 
With sheathless sabre Frederic stood. 
Around him were his gather'd band. 
Each with his broadsword in his hand. 
Awaiting mute their chief 's command. 
'' Soldiers," exclaim'd the valiant youth, 
'' I will not flatter ye, in sooth 
Ye must manoeuvre well this day. 
And ardent puissance display : 
Each his still station calmly take 
Among the caverns in this brake,-* 
But let a sentry stand beside 
The entrance of that alcove, hid 
Partly by pendent crags so rude. 
And partly where wild shrubs intrude* 
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He, when our Gallic' foes appear 
(I know they must return by here,) 
Will give a signal ; — then rush on, 
And triumph will be bravely won. 
The British Soldiers now remain 
£ncamp*d upon yon distant plain ; 
They will advance and charge the foe, 
When your bold struggles meet their view ; 
Then, ere the night the land shall shroud, 
Our fields shall reek with Gallic blood, 
The moon-beam on the silent dead 
Will change from silver to deep red. 
I must depart —soon to return — 
I go— but for your welfare yearn — 
Be well prepared. Ah, shall I go? 
How soon may come the haughty foe r — 
I'll haste — perchance the foe are far — 
Why does my spirit linger here ?-t- 
Oh, Emma ! we again must part, 
How keen the sorrow in my heart.'' 
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15 

He rcacli'd the lonely entrance of the glen» 
And down its path pursued his eager ken ; — : 
There were the vine,-^the citron queen of fruity — 
The willow field ; — ^yet all around was mute. 
Save the lorn whisper of the dying gale» 
That lost its ▼ig'rous fury in the vale. 
And wild sea^fowl, that, screaming, as she flew. 
Swept with her lily-wing the waters blue» 
The cots were desolate, save one alone. 
Which seem'd the seat of youth, and Plenty's 

throne, 
Rear'd its neat roof the myrtle shrubs above,. — 
A homely paradise, and haunt of love ! 
The sweets which this fair scenery did impart, 
Fiird with emotive joy young Fredericks heart ; — 
He stopped beside the margin of the rill. 
Which kiss*d the flowery basis of a hill ; 
He crossed the tender bridge of alders swung 
^ O er the smooth brook , as dew-drops- on it hung ; 
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e entered ia the cot — his Emma sate, 
e oped with gentle hand the timid gate, — 
£nthr<Hi'd in beauty ! exqnisitely pure ! 
Me lingered still — but, ah ! could not endure 
The mood of silence — from the sill he sprung — 
The. maiden rose — and on his cuirass hung. 
Her golden hair fell down, her rosy back. 
And bid the lovely model of her neck^ 
From her blue eyes the tears: of virtue flowed. 
And on her 'lumin*d cheek the fair rose glow'd,— 
Then quickly paled — but oh ! it was a charm, 
Why Frederic thus caught her snow-white arm ; 
He was alive — oh ! thrilling words — he spoke — 
And from his brow the plumy helmet took.—* 
** I come to bid — alas ! — I know not what — 
I shall again — if Death be not my lot — 
The hour will soon arrive — I bid adieu 
To this fair vale — this homely cot — and you ! 
Way you be happy, when I'm far away — 

Or wrapt beneath a sward of lifeless clay— ^ 

o 
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I would not have yoa feel the ruthless smarts 
Whidi now is deadly thriving in my heart. — 
Think on your Frederic, who hared the glaive. 
His love — and injured country for to save — 
Tis all I ask— 'tis all can satisfy — 
Tis all can soothe the bleak hour when I die ! — 
O, will you promise ? — ^is *t a cruel task ? — 
Cannot you recompence that which I ask? 
O9 say your injured bosom will be free. 
And your soft words disperse the grief of me. 
We must soon part-^perchance to meet again — 
Scorn those cleM* tears> and check that guilty pain. 
r may return — ^to bless my country — ^free — 
To day I die or gain my liberty. 
Farewell— may you be happy — oh, the knell 
Calls me away — one parting pledge — Farewell ! 
He sigh'd — ^he wept— his loaded musket took — 
His helmet dasp'd— and from the maiden broke. 

16 
Fair Emma stood a nymph of loveliness f ' 
Fair as the radiant beam her form illuming — 
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Fair as the rose, which ina dark reciess 

All other yagrant flow^s is perfimiiiig ;— 
Fair as the queen of £deii, who begnil'd 

Her happy consort with all beauty teeming^ 
And on the Monster of Destruction smiled, 

Her bright blue eyes with exaltation beaming I 
O, are such lovely angels seen in heaven ? 
Are snch as these to mighty AUa given ? 
If so, how must the pensive lover sigh 
His own dear fair-one to accompany ? 

17 
Young Frederic gained the summit of a hill. 
Which, on each side was water'd by a riU, 
When, !o ! he saw the sultry smoke among 
The general valor of his little throng; 
He heard the cannon's terror-bursting roar. 
And echoes answer from the distant shore ; 
He shouted, and his broadsword quickly drew, 
Sounded his horn, and to the battle flew, 
" On, on,'' he cried, ** the eagle soars not here. 
Is this the fruitful land for his career ? 
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His talons $kaU be torn, his proud disdain 
Checked by the children of enchanting Spain.^ 
His weapon gleam'dy— rhis plume amid the foe 
Stain'd with polluted gore waved to and fro ; 
His valiant band, with ardour onward prest. 
And ** Spain and Freedom !" burst from evVy 

breast ; — 
The foe retire ! — ^* Triumph our own," they cry. 
And Triumph on the breeze seemed wafted to the 

sky. 
But, lo ! two great divisions are descending 
Adown yon hills, right ci*er the green impending. 
The cannon roars, — the foe advance again. 
And mangled bodies strew the reeking plain; 
A hissing death-bolt tears the hero's breast. 
He shouts exulting then sinks down to rest. 

18 

He sunk — not in a vile career. 

Or martyr to a timid fear; 

He sunk — ^with oaked swjord in hand. 

While fighting for his native land. 
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And shall that land not damp his grave 
With tears that nought of thraldom crave? 
Shall not his comrades mourn the fate 
Of him, who breathed the ire of hale 
Against those men who would bereave 
The sweets of earth from wave to wave ? 
And fostered in his breast that flame, 
Whicb is bestowed by deajMess Fame. 
That youth may sleep — but o'er the spot, 
Where his brave form doth lonely rot. 
The Star of Honor bright shall beam, 
And Glory keep her martial dream ; 
The breezes that around it blow 
Shall murmur with, a summer's glow ; 
The ether dews that on it lower, 
And kiss the sward with potent power. 
Shall when the lucid sun appears 
Leave on that grave their morning tears. 
And when Night holdd her gloomy reign 
Fair Fame shall hasten with her train 
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To bless the sod, that crowns the grave 
Of him, who fought his land to save ; 
And Freedom her abode there keep 
To praise his deeds and tmly weep ;— 
But. oh I upon his ooontry's page 
His name will lai$t from age to age. 
His flame rekindle in the hearts 
Of those who hate Oppression's dartft. 
His valor and his honor be 
A blazing Star to Liberty ! 

'Tis noon and on the flaming crocuses 

The bright beamof thewelcdmeSnn is shining. 
Yet dewy bads bespangle all the trees. 

And obtase mist the dark, dark wood is lining; 
How on the flowery plain the muleteer 

In wonted guise and with soft pipe is singing ; 
How on the distant sea tall barks appear, 

Their anchors 'gainst their iron cables ringing? 
In many a chequer'd tint along the rill 

Clear Cynthia her rosy ray is shedding, 
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But on the summit of yon lofty hill 

Emparpled streuks and starry spots aro 
spreading. 
Fair scene ! how soon thy loreliness must fade. 
By gloomy night and war a desert made ! 

20 
The noon was mild when gallant Moore 
Appeared Corunna*s walls before, 
His noble look and stately air 
Inspir'd with joy his soldiers there. 
And huzzas fr6m each bosom broke. 
When to the army thus he spoke : 
** Soldiers ! this day — this day alone 
The valid battle must be won, 
And Spain rejoice to hear that we 
Have roused immortal Victory ! 
Britannia shall, exulting know 
We pierced the £agle*8 bosom through. 
Wave her red pennon and proclaim 
On British shores our welcomed fame. 
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Remember that from yonder height 
Where Sol doth wield his chariot bright. 
The lapse of years is looking down* 
On Freedom — Plenty and Renown. 
Our country gave us arms to fight 
Against a Tyrants lawless might, 
Then let us use them — lest her blame 
Should be upheld by secret shame. 
O, if we were to })0w to Gaul, 
To give our persons to its thrall, 
Britannia would forsake the wave 
And stung with sorrow, seek her cave^ 
Soldiers 1 then know triumph we must 
Or mix our blood with foreign dust. 
Then, oh, acquit yourselves this day 
As brave, as when in grand array 
I led you on to meet the foe 
Th* Egyptian pyramids below ; 



* *' Soidien, remember that from the snmmiu of yonder pyramids rort>^ 
ceataries are looking down apon yon." Napoubon. 
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XJnsheaih your sworda, on Albion cry, 
Then rush to Death or Victory ! 
And teach the foe ye never yield, 

Awhile a man is in the field !'* 

21 
He ceas'd, when oh ! a sentry cried 
*' Arm, arm — ^the French draw on our side I** 
Quickly brave Moore nnsheath'd his sword , 
Then calmly gave the advancing word ; 
The army of the adverse foe 
Were gaining -fast the plain below. 
The valiant picqnets though their chief 
Had fallen, still kept their former fief. 
And strove to drive the Gallic core, 
Their following compeers before. 
But hist! heard ye the battle strain? 
It echoes wildly o'er the plain ; 
The sons of Locbiel advance, 
Their plumes upon their bonnets dance, 
A mavtial troop I wifli gun and glaive. 
And hearts as free as 8cotia*s wave ; 
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Their peimons'were of liTely hue. 
And shrill their bugles sounded too. 
The musketeers in war array 
Moved forward at the trumpief s bray. 
Their banners bore the British sign, 
And streatad'd by each proceeding line. 
The English lancers when' the horn 
Threw its shrill sounds the breeze upon, 
Spurr'd their fleet coursers o er the plain. 
Anxious more glory to obtain. 
And rank on rank in order pour'd. 
Timely assistance to afford; — 
The blazing match and clattering car 
Pronounced the hour of guilty war. 

• 22 
The cannons roar, the muskets echo loud. 
And brightly gleams the keen bhule of the steel ; 
The powder flash-r— the 'smoky column*d cloud. 
Strike terror to the enemies of weal; 
And the drum's ^hollow nmrmur, peal on peal. 
Reverberates its rumbling sounds afar: ; 



107 

Ah! what doth not .the Gallic foeman feel> 
Who bares anjast his weapoii*d arm for war, 
'Gainst liberty and right and freeman^s legal law ? , 

The sons of Lochiel in native garb. 
Charge with great bravery the daunted foe, 
The horseman boanding on his fiery barb, 
Great skill and martial valiantness doth show 
And in all hearts the fire of fame doth glow — 
The dragoon and the gallant musketeer 
Feel that same fire, and, feeling only know . 
How it emboldens in the war career. 
And checks the feeble soul of terrifyijig fear. 

. The foe draw back — the English host advance. 
The eagle's pinions wave in blood and shame ; 
On with the fight — ^the dastard sons of France, 
Ere long will taint Ambition^s reeking fane; 
Martyrs to her,. and votaries to her bime. 
Who shall recall them from their impious sleep. 
Who once more move themilo the love of fame* 
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While Despotism m their breasU dolii keep 
Her fickle reign, and bids a ironnded nation weep ? 

Yet, hist ! Baird falls, and from the field retires , 
Fresh gQded laurels cnrling ronnd his brow : 
Who shall awake their lofty tuneful lyrea 
To hymn the victory which borers now ? 
Ah ! who shalt plight nnto the Muse his vow. 
The trinmph o*er our Gallic foes to tell» 
And witt the saered flame of freedom glow. 
To paean how Baird Ibnght and bravely fell. 
For that transcendent eUme he truly loved so well? 

Bat, Oh! a cursed shot along the line 
. Strikes the bold bosom of the gallant Moore ; 
O, Freedom ! Death ! O, Trran^h ! he is lhine> 
And famed Comnna take his flowing gore ! 
His dirge is echoing by the cannons' roar I 
And yet he whispers— ^' Ah ! though now I die 
Far distant from Britannia*s cliffy shore, 
I hope my deatir and deeds will satisfy 
Her noble sons, that they in gratitude may sigh. 
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O, may tliey moora my loss with {kitbittl tears. 
Those chrystal pledges of a swelling breast ! 
I ask no more, than what affection bears, 
Though not shed o'er my lonely |^ac« of rest ; 
For, from my land, by livid wounds oppressM 
I mast lay down this form of aching clay. 
Soon in a robe of glory to be dress'd, 
By that fair cherabin who shower'd the ray — ^ 
The splendid ray of power on this ▼ictorious day. 

My soldiers — O, to them give ample laurels. 
Not me— but they were mighty on the plain ; 
I led them on~-they woke their battle carols. 
And fought for honour— ^not for sordid gain ! 
May their Hags flout the eagle with disdain; 
But, hark ! metiiii^s I hear that thundVing cry. 
The cry of triumph— Oh! it breaks again. 
And, lo! dispirited our foemen fly 
O'er heaps of dead — then let me now exult and 
die. 



y^ ^^ 
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. There— fell a Man, there — ^was a noble heart — 

Robb'd of its dignity and potent worth 

By lawless tyranny'9 inflicted smart, 

Which check'd his valor in its rising birth ; 

r Who now shall lead Britannia's children forth 

Fresh wreaths to gain — their glory to expand? 

What General shall there be on English earth 

Like him, who fell the greatest in command. 

While Victory did crown his brow with active 
hand? 

O, peace to thee, brave Moore ! bless'd be the 

spot 
In which thy honored person doth repose ; 

And shall thine archived actions be forgot 

Though never trophies o*er thy relics rose? 

• Save one rnde monument that distant throws 
A parting glance to those who, o*er the wave. 
That fond memorial ken; — Ah! England knows 
Thou wert in courage great, and died to save 

Fair Spain from servile bonds, where Freedom 
deck'd thy grave. 



I 
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The foe retire ! — ^huzza — hnzza — 

Echoed down the glen afar; 

The British soldiers now remain 

Exalting victors on the plain: 

Their spreading banners safely fly 

Wide o'er the ground of gory dyc,-^ 

The din of foemens' arms is still. 

The eagle welters on the hill. 

And stretch'd upon the ruthless field 

With nought but pity to enshield 

His body from hb enemies 

Full many a gallant soldier lies; 

And there the crooked blade is found. 

The spear, half broken in the ground. 

The ensign warmly grasping yet 

The flag, whose defence cost him death ! 

The musketeer who fell beneath 

The parry of the bayonet. 

And with his plume all stain'd with gore 

The Scotchman holds his keen claymore ; 



lis 

The rumbling of the cannon car 
Has ceased, with broken wheels to jar 
The silence of the ended war. 
O, there are some who yet will weep 
The fate of those who coldly sleep 
Far from the bonndar j of their land. 
Beneath the sway of Glory's wand. 
The matron shall deplore her son. 
The wife her partner*s death shall mourn, 
Th£ hapless orphan wail his sire. 
The rosy lass change her attire. 
And pearly tears in sorrow shed 
Fond tributes to her lover dead ! 
But, oh I their land shall hallow most 
Their death upon a foreign coast. 
Their deeds shall blase upon tha page 
Of Britain through each closing age ! 

24 
Emma beside the hills declining ridge 
Pensively leant upon a willow bridge. 
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TFhich o'er a gurgling water-faU was thrown^ 
Its margin with ffAe sedgy tufts o'ergrowu. 
She saw ber Frederic charge the advanciDg fo^ ; 
His weapon gleam, his plume wave to and fro ; 
Her eye beheld him 'mid the battle smoke. 
And with Us band the foremost line he broke ; 
His foemen droop'd aronnd*-when, oh, a baU 
Kent' his bold breast, exnlting in its fall. 
She view'd no more — bnt from the direful Hen 
Tum'd and pursued her track adown the glen; 
No tear flow'd from her heart — no struggling sigh 
Bade a farewell to him eternally. 
She reached her home^ the gloomy eve drew on—-* 
And from the meadows fled the setting sun. 
The silver moon olimb'd on the dark blue skies,-^ 
The angry winds of night began to rise, 
When Emma in a solitary bower 
With her guitar beguil'd the weary hour ; 
She ceased her song — and from her bosom drew 
Her lover's glaive — it sparkled to her view— - 

Q 
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Deep*frftaght emotion kindled in her breast, 
And thus his shade she plaintively addressM r 
'*: O," Frederic ! thou wert e'er true to me — 
Thy weeping Emma is the same to thee; — 
This day thy person sleeps among the dead — 
But, oh ! I have not found so calm a bed. 
My sire is fall'n, and thou too art no more — 
Thy faithful breast is stained with crimson gore ; 
And shall I then survire thy fate to mourn — 
And be a wanderer in this rale alone ? 
dh, no— to night ! — ye hills behold the deed ! — 
The weapon shines— *my InjurM breast must bleed ! 
I follow thee, oh Frederic ! a maid — 
And in my bosom force the shining blade f* — 
She ceased to speak— a gush of vivid blood 
From the deep wound in rapid anguish flowed — 
Her cheek grew pale--cold was her vital tide — 
She grasp*d the fatal glaive, and smiling died. 
A matron mother mourns her hapless fate. 
And thinks upon this tale too virtuous to relate. 
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26 
T^he silver Moon upon the swelling deep 
Is lying in her radiant winter sleep, 
"^Yhile her clear glory from the ramparts grey, / 
And towery battlements doth fade away, — 
Y'et floats the land, and with a cheerfdl light 
On the blue main reflects a circle bright ; 
And, k) I the soldiers in dim-hued array 
On the lorn ramparts take their measur'd way ; 
The corse of Moore in pensiy^nass they bear. 
And from each eye-lid bursts the feeling tear. 
Ahi that is all a soldier can bestow — 
That will he give whene'er an inward glow 
Wakes to emotion — that alone is just 
To damjp the fashion of departed dust; 
That has been <given by all valiant men, 
Who with Moore fought, and saw with their own 

ken 
How gallantly he strove to drive afar. 
And conqijier the assassins Of cruel war ! 
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Over his grave let no cold tomb ari$e— : 
A soldier's tear the place of it supplies-^ 
No sculptur'd urn sh&U bear his hallow'd name. 
Or rear upon the precinct of bis fame. 
Enough the blessings of his natiTe land-^— 
Enough the Soldier's tear — that doth command^ 
Feeling and grief — and that js freely shed 
Upon the turf that wraps his lowly bed f 

26 
I'he Soldiers new inter him on the mound. 
And woo the awful peace that spreads around, 
While, with an orient beam the tassled Moon 
The surface of his grave doth shine upon; 
As if she had assum'd her glorit)us power, 
To radiate the shores one solemn hour, — 
Gild — not to flout the mighty dust of him 
Who erst had broke the tyrant's diadem ! 
He sleeps the warrior*s sleep — he died for thpse 
Who scorn*d the bondage of ambitious foes ; 
England well knows — and she can give alone, 
The praise due to the actions he has done ; 
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fiat may Hispania mourn his early death, 
And crown his marble with a twisted wreath- 
O, let her patriots in feeling, cry 
** Honor to Moore! the Son of Victory !" 
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TO MY LYRE. 
1 
The Moon has filFd her silrer horn. 

And gilds the distant village spire. 
And I, beside the hoary thorn 

Essay to wake thee, charming Lyre ! 
Sweet partner of my early days 
I wont to listen to thy lays. 

When thou alone could'st dissipate 

That woe which tended mental hate. 
Alone my spirits raise ! 

2 
Bnt now those days are gone for erer ; 

Stem Melancholy keeps her reign ; 
Friends are fled ! — I know not whither, 

Never to return again ; 
Vales where chrystal rills did flow. 
And fragrant flowers plent'ous blow, 

R 
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Are ragged dells and barren fields, — 
The ancient lime-tree nothing yields. 
That swept the stream bekw. 



3 

And we sweet charmer, we must view 

That latest solitary change ; 
O ! would I were beneath, the yew. 

That stood the foremostin the range 
Of pine and alder — there to sleep* 
And thou above thy vigil keep ; 

And as the zephyr whispers by. 

Utter thy wonted melody. 
And move the swain to weep. 

4 

For I can fijT^ the rural swain. 
And wake.tb* emotions of his heart; 

I sing the beauties of the plain> 
The fairy scenes the woods impart.* 



\ 
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Nobto pltetwc inte onmitt Sylv*."— Tug. fee. », e. 
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The mossy JHil»--^lvB HM Ibrodc,— * 
The flowery vale«-»-lhB b6ire^M nmk^^^ 

TlvB tea with silver twtting tioU-- 

All animate my teMi^ mmI» 
Whene'er around I look* 

This lyre is all will aoettie the hour 
Of peate, tV imtfcumiblfe ^alm ; 

Time oft hath own'd thy witching powV, 
And sorrow felt thy healing Wlm : 

Then I will tune thy thrilling strings. 

And as the vale tdth mtHsi^; rings. 
Sink in poetib reverie. 
With eye-liAs lifted to the sky, 

And ther^ ken injsltic things* 

Thou art b\i1t young ) iV experienced train 
Will little heed thy ' wood-notes wild ;' 

But df A^6 I will not complain. 
For thou hast oftentimes be^ufled. 
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And^ ob 1 ere long I may expire. 
To moulder on the flaming pyre, 

Then shalt thon for the Minstrers Mke 

Thy wonted melody awake -. 
My — ^fascinating lyre ! 

SONG. 

TuM — ** Let me toander where! wiUJ* 

1 

I love to wander by the rill, , 
And sit beside the shrubby hiU^ 
I love the flower-enamell*d plain» 
The fallow rich with golden grain^ 
And as» adown the vale I rove> 
Tis something soothes my mind to lore» 
My sorrows cease, my passions flee» 
And with a smile, I turn to thee. 

2 

When viewing at the noontide hent 
The brook that ripples at my feet» 



■ 
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I feel a charm, I know, not why, 
Nor can my song its place supply ; ; 
In vain I wake my rural lyre. 
In vain my bosom glows with fire, 
I trow it is not half so free 
As when I fondly turn to thee. 

3 
And when the shades of eve prevail. 
And cuckoo tells his latest tale» 
I love to wander through the wood, 
And linger by the glassy flood ; 
When the Moon is faintly seen, 
Smiling on the waters green ; 
But then, though left to liberty. 
My heart still sighs to turn to thee. 

4 
Thus, whether I attune the reed^ 
Climb the hill, or court the mead^ 
Whether by the sultry noon. 
Or the brilliance of the Moon« 
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I vakc thfc iyre t>f t>«iislve stray, 
Or listen to ^6 «At]t6D^ ky. 
My heart h fift'et to gtad, — Ho ffee,- 
As when I, sttiliiig, tutu td thee !<-. 



TO THE DAISY. 

FlowVet of the virid hiil. 

With eatmi^ firiftge ^nd pensile stem. 
Dost thou deck my gktith still. 

With spangling di&dem ? 

Little warden 6t the Spring ! 
I view thy crest ittmgitting. 

In forest or some dark recess, 

In deeply-wooded glen, 
Thou hid*st thy vernal loveliness. 

From my attentive ken: 

lint I murk thee in the field. 
Near the entrance of the weald« 

Though wee, thou art in nature bold. 
For on the velvet mead, 
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Tbf sloping imdk^ 99d lM)r4«v'4 wokt^ 
Where li^ thc^ IwJ^kuift feed. 
Or in the leafy->v9i:i«d £f Qve, 
Thy florid for» 14 wo^t to^ save. 

On the margin of the rii]> 

Or cloady-crested mountain, 
Up the aacent of the hill» 
Or near the Tocal fountain, 
ThouVt wont to bloom, when floral Sj^ring,. 
Bids the lark her matins sing. 

And in the reverenced churchyltrd, 

Where sleep the coffln'd dead. 
Thou manUeiBt oa |he flagrant sward,. 
Wilk le«i)y4>owng head ; 
And se6W to lunt, aa I appreaeh. 
Let no infidel tnevoaeh. 

The bee> wit)». tug^pti mvmvring^ 
en t)fry i i|vex bfaaat* 
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Near thee the sky-lark spreads her wing. 
O'er her twig-woven nest; 
Or carols for the gentle mom, 
As purple tints awake the dawn. 

O, that fair Sylvia could hide 
Her cheek*s relenting blush 
Like thee^i who in thy vernal pride 
Beneath some blossom'd bush. 
Dost cover that sweet tint which glows^ 
To gild the radiance of the rose. 



ODE TO MORNING. 

Beams of the rising day I 
Vermilion streaked with gloaming grey. 
Thee. do I hail! far to the west. 
The night, with sable-shaded crest. 
Speeds in her raven car away; 
And the scenes that were lost- in beauty revive. 
And Man, from the conch of repose is alive. 
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Hark ! to the cuckoo's early song. 
That floats the winding vale along, 
Hist! the throstle and the thrush, 
Carol from the hawthorn bush, 
Its pliant twigs among ; 
Aud tune their soft notes to freedom and love, 
And swell the loud chorus which fills the green 

grove. 

List, to the sound of the convent-bell. 
The heifer's cry upon the fell ; 

Hark ! the huntsman blows his horn. 
Upon the dew-bespangled lawn, 
And the ploughman sings adown the dell; 
And on the dark road, that divides the smooth 

plain. 
Creaking with heaviness, goes the full wain. 

Genius of the rosy light! 

With scarf so beautiful and bright, 
Conduct me to some lonely nook, 
Where, with my lyre and ready book, 

8 
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111 carol aU the l^ight 
Spreads her wide pall o'er the tops of the hills^ 
And die moon stnds with sparklets the flow of 

the rills. 

O, Mom ! thou harbinger of day, 
Enliven'd by the sunny ray^ 
As then with fiery meteor spark, 
Dost dissipate the solemn dark. 
And chase the mists away; 
So may I, when Vice my young heart seeks to 

lure. 
Reject it with hatred, as virtuoits and pure. 



STANZAS, 

C Written Eaetempore.J 

An ivy wreath! I ask no more 
To deck my silent bier ; 

Most fancifully disposed o'er. 
To catch the falling tear. 
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Ah! If for me a tear be shed. 

The ivy would inhale 
Its purenessy o*er my gloomy bed, 

And thank its throbbing wail. 

And when I mingle with the dast. 
My wreath shall ever bloom. 

And with my soothing lyre of trust. 
Deplore — bewail my doom. 



TO 



When I saw fondness beam from thy transparent 
eyee, 

A sigh burst in joy from my breast; 
Which calm*d allthe tumults that rose ia my soul. 

And luird every passion to rest: 
But, oh ! thou art fled, and the sod covers o'er 

Thy form, once so tender and dear; 
Then 111 haste to the greensward that mantles 
thy grave^ 

And moisten thy dust with a tear. 
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THE BENIGHTED CROISE. 



The moon shone with a trembling light. 
But not a star diffused its beam. 

Or stud the vast ethereal height, 
Or glitter'd in the lonely stream. 

When down the woody, lengthened lane, 
A pilgrim Croise was seen to stray ; 

His garment dripped with Autumn's rain. 
Which had o*erta'en him on his way. 

»Lord Oswald's turrets rose before — 
Behind, a vast morass did lie ; 

So he must seek yon lofty door, 
Or in the nightly tempest die. 

Yivfd the lightning flamed the skies. 
And loud the awful thunder roar'd. 

The angry wind began to rise. 
And high in air the curlew soar'd. 
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The Croise, with supplicating tone, 
Besought the guard to let him in ; 

But, Oh ! his heart was form'd of stone. 
And nought could its affection win. 

So the old man, with many tears, 
Lay down beside the torrent hoarse ; 

But fled are sorows, pain, and fears — 
He is a solitary corse. 

Next morn the sun rose with a smile, 
And Oswald's chieftain, bright and gay. 

Saw with delight each vassal-file. 
Arranged to greet the hunting day. 

Gladly he mounts his sorrel horse, 

No emulation was like his ; 
But, Oh! he sees a listless corse. 

And fled is all his future bliss. 

One little cross and rosary. 
Were all the pale old man possessed, 
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Both made of the green holly tree. 
And held between his robe and breast. 

Lord Oswald markM his dark attire, 
His hoary locks, and cheeks so pale, 

Moveless he stood — it was his sire» 
He perish'd in the northern gale. 

« O God,** the chieftain then did cry, 
** Was I so mad — was I so rude. 

To let mine only parent die 
In this still spot of solitude ? 

No, no — it was yon cruel slave. 
And he shall feel my vengeful ire/^ 

Dark flash'd his eye— he drew his glaive. 
And slew th6 murderer of his aire ! 

Them sinking on the velvet sward. 
Serenely gave his parting breath 

To him, who justice will award, 
And bury joyfnlness in death. 
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A willow droops beside tlie tomb, 
Tbat ended Oswald's happiness. 

And flowerets, in their rosy bloom, 
Are breathing balm in that recess. 

Mark yonder turret, black with age, 
Mark yonder gothic-fretted gate. 

There chief, tenure, and vassalage. 
Have own'd the rigid power of fate. 

And never more shall hoary bard. 

Wake the wild lyre's responsive string. 

And never, in the castle yard, 
Shall Oswald's serfs a ditty sing. 

Hush'd is the lyre! gone is the chief ! 

The vassal hamlets &re no more ! 
No one doth come to swear his fief. 

In "Elman's hall on Lomond's shore ! 
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LINES. 

WRITTEN BENEATH A PORTRAIT OF R. BURNS^ 



Let no vain monument to grandeur trust. 
But this memorial crown the Poet's dust ; 
This — this is all a feeling Britop gives. 
In memory of him, who hallow'd lives. 
Where does he live? not on the sculptured urn. 
That must, in time, to traceless dust return ; 
No — ^no; he lives in those he could inspire 
With dear Simplicity, and Freedom's fire : 
He draws the tear from every British heart. 
His native lays true sympathy impart; 
O then, this record to his fame adorn, 
And let the hreast of every Briton mourn. 
They mourn, when thinking that he early died. 
Amid great Anglia's joy and Scotia's pride ; 
They mourn, because they feel, and feeling, know^ 
How in their hearts his rural numbers glow. 
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** Biu8h» GraadeoTi Uushl" Oras oneo aPoet mng, 
** Blush, Grandeur* blnsfi P' the fsae of Science 

rmig. 
And from the bosom e( a pwatefiil irale» 
B.ose Bums, the M«Be*8 spirit to iidiate; 
That precept sho«*d, and achhd hislni Id . 
Its powerfnl trait, frouE wheaeer hia fawBOttr grew, 
But now let blushes cease,, and all adore. 
From LochieFs mountains, and from Albion's 

shore. 

ARIETTA. 
To BGLAI^INE. 

When first I view'd thine azure eyes. 

And rosy-blushing cheek, 
I never thought Death could have paled 

A countenance so meek! 
Sweet Lady ! wevt thou, now ali^e 

How iwhM tike, suurbeama diive ?-*- 
How weikld the spotless Kly thrive, 

To welcome Eghmtine ? 
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The fiat's ptst— I weep no more — 

For thee — alas — for thee ;— 
What are my tears, though shed sineere^ 

For pure mortattty ? — 
Ah ! : wert thou Mortal did I sigh ? 

I thought thofi' wert divine ! 
The vernal breeze was not so pure» 

As thou, fair Eglantine. 

The daisy which bestuds thy grave 

Bedrops its modest head, 
To think that thou so young and fair 

S^hould'st be computed dead ; 
Ah ! had keen Death but tum'd his sh|ift^ 

From such a heart as thine. 
Thy virtue would have lived to bless 

Thy beauty. Eglantine. 

But thou art dead ! I weep no more — 
Why should I for thee weep^- 

My tears that flow from evVy pore 
Can ne'er disturb thy sleeps* 
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9o cease to flow ye bursting tears, 
; BemelariiBholyminei 
Tkat is a charm, — ^though throned in peace, 
It whispers * Eglantine/ 



TO THE IVY. 

\ 

m 

Mantling on the mossy wall, 

Of some old castle's dreary mound, 
With darken'd tendrils to the ground, 

Thou dost supinely fall. 

Come ! I will watch the sunbeam play 

On the tall turret, dimly grey ; 
And, as I tune my artless lyre, 

« 

With steady hand, and kindred fire, 
Will sing a mellow lay. 

Ivy, that lov*si to creep the glade, 
Cover the branching alder tree^ 
And on the church, at liberty 

Th^r twigs profusely spread ; 



- 1 
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I -U wreathe thee roQBcl my forehead now, 
And thoa shalt hide my lo^erM broiir ; 
T|)^eii, s^ the gftptl^-blowing breeze, 
Marmurs uiu)Qg the leafy treea* 
To Fancy plight my vow. 

Ivy, that crown'd the foaming bowl, 
Within the cave of Mitylene, 
When Venns, the celestial qneen. 

O'er deep-tuned Sappho held contronl ; 

When AicaBixs, beside his love, / 

With music rousted the listening grove. 
And braid a chaplet to adorn 
The altar, which, at rosy morn, 

Would waft perfume above, 

O, when I slumber in th^e tomb^ 
Thou darlc companion of the vine^ 
On its cold surface shah entwine 

And spread a chister^d gloom ; 

When Winter roars ^long the plains. 

With lightning and conTulsiiire rain. 



• b. 
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Then do tfadu bide my seatptnred pyre, 
From torrent's wrath and heaven*8 ire. 
Then shield thy Bard's remains. 



TO THE PRUSSIAN STAR OP 
CHIVALRY. 



Star of oar yoat|L! thj ndiaDt 
Was wQttt to break the beteo's dreani^ 
And shine vfion hu. guttering vest. 

Like diamoads om his Itidy's breast: 

I 

Bat now why lesre «a is* desqiair. 
Thou only emblem of the fair ? 

Young meteor i at thy hattow'd birth 
Love and protectiiMi kcft the earth ; 
Thou west the most imperial gem, 
Thai slitd ««r monarch.'!, diadem, 
£y'n in the midst of m^iltiy dark 
We saw thee, a phosphoric spark ! 
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Worship of nations ! glorious star ! 

With lambent lustre frem afar ; 

We caught thy light, — we pray*d for thee 

To come among our ^hiralry ; 

Thy brilliance fell, it fell upon 

The laurel garkmds which we won. 

It was the lamp of day and night, 
A kindled beacon for the fight; 
The wicked tratter^s souHt rent, 
And shot along the tournament; 
Its beauty splEurkled in the rill. 
And met the sun adown the hill I 

Star of our youth I and art thou fled, 
While erst we &r thy honor bled ? 
Alas — no more on vests of green 
Can thy enamour*d'ray be seen. 
Farewell! but ere we seek the grare, 
O rise above our native wave. 
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POEM, . 
Written on my Birth«Day. 
Thu da}fi (Dee. ^th,) I complete my i5th year. 

The days of childhood now are fled, — 
Fled — ^never to return again ; 
And Pity bows her humble head 

With cheeks so wan ! 
A Sammer's sky is seen no more ! 
Cold Winter keeps it in his thrall, 
Grim Conqueror ! why send thy blore 

To tell its fall ? 
O, Summer when thy glory shone 
I pluck*d the rose with playful smile ; 
Thou wert my Mentor — thou alone. 

When free from wile. 
I wove an unassuming wreath 
To deck thy sunny-circled brow ;— 
But thou art damsel pale with death. 

And sorrow now I 
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Farewell ! can Mortal litter more ? 
Ih softer words his tadaefis teU ?•«- 
My teajcs gnsli oat itovi cnrVy por^. 

So fwro — thee — ^well! 

And faded is tlifrt modest rose 
Which bloomed irhen Hebe cast her ray ; 
T weep — oppressed with bitter woes 

Its short decay. 

The fields, the hawthorn shrubs look dead — 
Still is the cuckoo*s minstrelsy ; — 
What now remains since they are fled 

Alas for me ! 

Thou Virtue — thou art e'er divine ! 
From Nature's wreck thou dost surviye ; 
So chastely goddess, make me thine 

Whilst here alive. 

And when I fall beneath the wound — 
The deadening wound of sturdy death. 
My downy pillow stay around. 

And free my breath. 
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STANZAS. 

The mountains aiming at the skies. 
Tower o'er the dee]i-reflecting Rhine, 

That flows with gentle swelling rise, 
Between the hanging mounds of pine ; 

And orchards rich with silent trees 
Are blossoming in beauty fair. 

Their foliage trembles at the breeze. 
Which zephyrs so perfumely there ! 

Give me the murmur of the Rhine, 

And purple clusters of its rine? 

The citron ripens on the cliff. 
By which doth wind the passive brine ; 

The sailor in his veering skiff 
Turns to behold sudi scenes as thine. 

And chestnut groves of darkling hue, 
And interspersed the shrubby lair. 

Delight the ever varied view 
Of such, as walk thy margin there, 

u 
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The scenes that girt thy sides, oh Rhine, 
Are to the foreign ken divine ! 

Tis eve,. and now the setting Sun 

* 

Shines full upon the laughing scene ; 
. He sparkles on the fountain's run, 
And lines yon ridges fringed with green ; 

'Tis lovely to hehold his heams 
Break through the mist-pavilion*d dell. 
And glitter on the branching streants. 

That mix their waters with Moselle 1 

« 

Kenown'd art thou — O, kingly Rhine> 
And all around thee — are divine ! 

A PATRIOT'S SONG. 
1 
I was born mid wild cliffs on a rugged sea-shore,. 
Whdse echoes replied to the billows' loud roar, 
My sire oft would say as we view'd the blue main, 
.»' O my son love your country, that thought has 
no pain. — 
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* When you see the wide ocean before these cliffs 

roll. 

Let love for your country awaken your soul ! 

For that love is caressM by the sons of our wave, 

Which can scarce be denied by the dastard and 

slave ! 

3 

' Look aroiind the vast world, scan thfs fruits of 

each clime, 
Do they liken our own ? do they bloom so 

suUime? — ' . 

As ye list to the sounds of the murmuring wind. 

May the joys of your country flash full on your 

mind. 

4 

< By the ridge of yon alders that nod on the hill, 
The pastoral shepherd o'erlooks the dark rill, 
He beholds — ^he admires the rude front of his pile. 
And blesses those valleys that on it can smile. 
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6 

' lake him tbes^ O cheriBh that thought in yavr 

breast, 

'Twiit gftin you reaawn when year form is at rest ; 

Knov-rthe love of your country will ever survive,. 

When your breath and your speech are no longer 

alive ! 

8 

* If the foes of your country should ruin its right. 
For its endearing welfare — O I gallantly fight ; 
If you fall— may you fall in a long-rever'd grave. 
For remember that Glory will hallow the brave"! 

7 

' I cherished that council ; my virtue began, 
And rose more divine when I loitered, a man; — 
And I swear when grim Death shall impel his 

keen shaft 
The na^ie of my country shall circle my heart !' 
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DESCRIPTION OF A WINTEH'S EVE. 

No more the rosy flowerets bloom, 
No more the zephyrs breathe perfume, 

4 

No more the western skies are blue, 
But all assume an obtuse hue i 
Grim Winter rules the conquer'd year^ 
With sturdy might and stem career. 

Tis eve, and in t)ie gloomy sky 
Mild Hesper opes ber trembling e^e. 
And' pale the burnished Moon doth roll 
Among the stars that stud the pole ; 
Foretelling by her diai*cast light 
The darkness of approaching night. 
The plains are white with wreathing snow. 
The blasts across the waters blow, 
And desolated forests peer 
Sad emblems of the weeping year ; 
The streams are silenced, and the trees 
Are agitated by the breeze. 
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Which drifts the snow from off their houghs. 
And covers the unwieldy ploughs ; — 
Sad scene! so sorry and so drear — 
Say, is the ray of Nature there ? — 

Now in the woodman's lonely pile 
The kindled embers glowing, smile ; 
And Tray has laid him down before 
The sparkling scraper of the door ; 
And by the hearth's all welcome blaze 
The cheerful cricket roundelays. 
Arranged around the homely fire, 
The youngsters prattle to their sire ; 
And tell known tales of spectres white. 
That court the sable gloom of night. 
Of babies murder'd by their kin, 
And cavern*d rocks with robbers in ; 
Who seized an unprotected fair. 
And bore her to their rugged lair. 
Till some brave hero dauntless came, 
And bore the virgin back again : 
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The group astonisli'dy — fiU'd with fear. 
Avow Romance's great career ; — 
The housewife bows her humble head. 
And waits the hour that cites to bed. 

Among the oaks which girt the dell 

The gale blows with a nightly yell. 

And Roger's just returning home. 

With good provisions from the town ; 

Whilst shepherd Dick is penning fast 

The sheep-cote from the angry blast. 

Beside the margin of the flood. 

Benighted Tom b binding wood. 

And Robert, — ^John, with Nance and Kate 

Are talking near the farm-yard gate. 

The hogs are snoring in the sty. 

The poultry in the kitchen lie. 

And Lion in his kennel den, 

Will sorely bite intruding men ; 

The waggons now are in the lodge. 

And have been clean'd by sprightly Hodge, 



1S£ 

The Me team are is the stable, 
And supports on the polkfa*d taUe ; — 
The antique oloek hat jost strack nine,. 
And it is nearly roosting time ! 

VERSES- 

My native fields ! my native fields ! 

Alone can soothe my brooding pain ; 
The pleasing thought which Greatness yields. 

Shall never force on them disdain, 
I wandered when a careless child 

Along the margin of the rill, 
I plucked the heather-bell so wild. 

And bade the pains of woe be still : 
But that is fled, and manhood dawns ; 
But not, to scorn my native lawns. 
Peace hover*d o'er the little pile. 

Which gave my infant rambles birth; 
Joy enter'd with a cheerful smile 

That spot containing quiet mirth : 
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The throstle warbled from its roof, / 
Fkitt'ringf aCround the blackbird's cstge ; 

O ! 'twas a hallo w'd place, in sooth, 
Its charms Contentment could, engage. 

But 'tis no more ! its wrecks are gone ! 

And I remain, unwept — alone ! 

Down iu the limits of the vale 

That separate the purpling brook, 
I breath'd the calmness of the gale. 

When Spring had ventur'd from her npok ; 
The shepherd carolFd in a bower, 

The village damsel loiter'd gay. 
The swallow twitter'd from the tower. 

That overlooks the ocean's spray ; 
And 'neath the slope of haw and cliff, 
Lay the bold seaman's anchored skiff. 

Oh ! could those scenes so shortly die ? 

Those vernal beauties fade way ? 
The greenwood is no place to hie. 

The rippling brook has ceased to play ; 
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I am a carelets cliild no inore. 
The pleasures of my dawning fade^ 

The jovroey of ybmig life 1$ o er» 
80 traotalile by Pknty made. 

And Soirov her pale eve doth keep» 

And Hebe leaves her train to weep ! 

ODE TO CONTEMPLATION. 



Fair Nymph, to thee one artless song. 

The tribute of a mortal^s praise, 
In simple numbers doth belong, 
Thou cheerer of my fleeting days ! 
Dear wert thou to me, when the Sun swMt as- 
cending^ 
Th* aerial sky usherM in the gay morn, - 
His beams on the landscape in radiance seifding, 
To giikl the bold barrier and tint the green lawn ; 
Dear wert thou to me, when the Moon brightly 
shining, 
Befl^cted, her light in the white foaming wave ; 
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When Twilight Che woodlands with bittc mist5 was 
lining. 
And gems twinkled bright Iron the i^pacy con- 
cave. 

Then I'll e'er invoke thee. 
We companions will be. 

And thou alone shalt tread th' inviting fields with 
sne. 

I love to wander in the woods. 

When shines the brilliant polar star; 
I love to linger by the floods. 
When Night speeds on her ebon car. 
I list to the zephyrs so mellowy blowing, 

Among the green foliage that bosoms (he hill ; 
I mark the slow waters so plaintively flowing. 

Between the sedge clusters that circlefc the rill; 
And a spell so enchanting — a spell so inspiring, 
WiUi witchery steals o*er my unworthy soul ; 
It comes with such ardour, my bosom re-firing 
That I bless its attendance and own its control. 
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Sweet maid, it is that spell, 
Whicb thou dost breathe so well 
Into my passive soul, and I of it can tell. 

When blushes paint the sunny morn, 

I also court thee, silent maid; 
Thine are the pleasures — thine alone. 
Which never die — which never fade! 
When I trace the grey uplands that border the 
landscape. 
Thou raisest new charms to my wandering eye . 
When I laud the sweet seen Vy that gilds the 
clear blue lake, 

« 

Thou wakest my soul to a burdenless sigh; 
And the air of the mead, the shade of the alcove. 
The deep recess'd closures of dingle and dell. 
Shall ever renew in my bosom untried love. 
For th' afTectionate maiden I valae so well. 
O, when Death to me 
Shall urge his keen dart, 

Thy name, fair Enchantress, shall circle my 
heart! 
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^onitet0« 



I.> MOSELLE. 



The sun shines, lucid o'er the blossomed trees. 

That wave their spray upon the light blue 
Rhine, 
Whose current winds, unruffled by the breeze, 

With a clear bosom 'twixt the groves of vine 
That fringe its banks ; the ancient feudal towers 

Frown on the clifis, that cast their darkling 
shade. 
Brooklets, blue cataracts, and leafy bowers. 

Add to the charming beauties thou hast made ! 
Fair river! do I dream?— art thou divine? 

Or earthly rich ? — thou mirror to the scene. 
Water of thousand praises! receive mine, 

Thy surface is so pure, thy margin green. 
Flow, flow dear tide ; thy brine doth widely swoll. 
And branching from thy waters runs Moselle. 
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II.— ON VISITING A VILLAGE, 

Where the Author had formerly resided. 



I basieoM to the spot of early j^ys; 
The cuckoo's numbers 6ii'd the listening gr»ve. 
The linnet soothed with tender song his love» 

The village murmar from the dale arose; 

Softly responsive to the balmy breeze 
The milkmaid sung, and on the flowing stream. 

That swept around the hamlet, girt with trees, 
The bark's unruffled sail did faintly gleam. 

Are these thy charms^ haunt of mine infant days ? 

Ah ! would they ever were before my ken ; 
Enlivened by the powV of Friendship's rays> 

Nought else should give adornment to my pen. 

Faic scene I the pleasure that thou canii impart, 
ThriUa every fibre- of my jeeiing heart. 
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III— THE KIOSK. 



"Where a clear river waters all the plain, 
'My summer Kiosk rears her cool domain. 
Around her little pale wild flowers bloom, 
And load the gentle zef^yr with perfiune: 
Bhie china vases erown'd vvl^ Atar-gul, 
Waft their sweet inceaae from a light green 
seat. 
And in the midst, a bubbling fount doth lull 

My senses, in that eremite retreat. 
Come, Laura> come, and string the soft guitar. 

Here no simoon can blaze, no heat a'erpower. 
Clear Cynthia has lit her silver star. 
And Night's ^rey wnitehman left bis misty 

tower. 
Leave, Laura, leave the venal city's mesque. 
And for this day retire to my Kiosk. 
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IV. -TO THE TLOWER " FORGET ME 

NOT.'' 



Memorial flower of lovely hue, 
Spread with soft tints of azure blue, 
O, when I slumber in the grave, 
And playful gales mine anthem weave^ 
Go to the mistress of my cot. 
And gently say, '* Forget me not.'* 

If in the simoon*s sulph'ry fire, 
And purple pinions, I expire. 
Thou shalt bemoan my wretched lot. 
With one short phrase, " Forget me not. 



Perchance fair Laura, when she knows 

Her minstrel in affection glows. 

Will hasten to the happy spot. 

Where blooms the (lower " Forget me not. 



»> 
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THE PROEM. 

«♦ — ^Ab Jove principium '* 



Virg, Ech 3—00. 



Saw ye those isles where the mountain gale 

slumbers^ 
Where the bard wakes the viol to soft-breathing 

Bombers, 
Where flowers enamel the emerald plain. 
And alike the bine sky is the hne of the main ; 
Their cliffs rise majestic, bestad with tal) towers, 
And the nightingale's music is heard in their 

bowers. 
And groves of wild rose» in nature's first bloom, 
Display their fair eotours and exhale perfume? 
Saw ye those isles, where the rich-cluster*d vine. 
Bespangled with dew-drops^ doth brilliantly 

shine, 
Wherie virgins attune the gold strings of the lute,. 
And the voice of the halcyon never is mute; 
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M^here shrubi df piCre fragrance <»'crspread the 

green hills, 
Vnd 'twixt their full foliage run quiet rills. 
Where lonely in nature* the blossoms of trees, 
Are ruffled in vain by the breath of the breeze; 
Where man from the spirit of Freedom first came. 
Triumphant in glory, and hallow'd by Fame? 
They are Isles of the Sun ! and the dirones of 

the brave ! 

And the meteors of victory rose from the wave ! 

A 

CRETAN BANQUET SONG, 

A VEKBinCATIOli FROM TH£ GREEK. 



*' Iiistaoralqiie daorot^ 



Cretesque ■■*■» ■ fremant 



M 



Virg.^ueki i\, 1. 149, 
1. 



Fill full with sparkling wine the 6up, 

Prepare the rich repast; 
Hist ! heard you not the victor's whoop. 

His legions follow fast ; 
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And, as tUe QiiiiMrel riogf bit JyM^ 

The echoes answer far; 
But thou ^we dost him mpirp . . 

Helena! 0> Hel^^a! 

2. 
I see the pennons of our lord f 

Bask in the sunny beam — 
Crown with sweet fruits tbe perfumed board. 

He comes his Isle to claim. 
Thou lovelj island of our birth! 

Thou glory of (he w«r ! 
We cry, aeknowledgiBg thy worth, 

Helena! O, Helena ! 



fT 



THE DEAD SULIOTE. 



He sleeps with flower'd palampore. 
And kilt of purest white ; 

He merited his grave — nay more — 
He fell—but not in flight. 
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His Bilver-sheathed atftgar. 
That skines above his vest. 

In the fell moments of the war. 
Laid many a slave to rest. 

Soon as the feudal strain was sung> 
How did his weapon gleam? 

His blade against the cnhrass rang. 
And broke the Othman*s dream. 

For cowards dream in battle, they 
Dare never meet the. brave. 

Are fearful when the trampets bray. 
How lowly is their grave ! 

But, O, a Suliote will fight. 
Till Vict'ry deck his brow. 

Till the dark shades of murky night. 
Spread over friend and foe. 

Or till his vital tide hath staid 
Its usual warmth to pour; 
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£v*n then his valiant debt is paid. 
He welters in his gore. 

But, oh ! a smile plays on that cheek. 

Fading to livid hue : 
He dies a brave illustrious Greek, 

To chief and country true ! 

No turban'd stone shall mark the spot 
Where, with his caftan red. 

His bloody blade, and fur capote 
He rests his lowly head. 

Enough, the sorrows of his chief. 
Enough his comrades' tears ; — 

True grief alone, — true-hearted grief 
Shall honor his careers ! 
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AIR, 

INSERTED JN TJBB KENTISH mUOmCLF^ 

Fill full the bowl ! the summer sun 
Has not yet set on deatiiless Greece ; 

Bright are the plains of Maradion, 
And fame in Oeta doth increase. 

O, Summer, stay • fot yet there ai{e> 

Some laurels won aiid blooming tjbere. 

Yes — ^laurels deck tbe VMor^s brow. 
And Conquest smiles at Uberl^y, 

But what were lhey,,till twisted now» 
To crown thy pass, Thermopylae ? 

Thermopylae is red again. 

And pure the gore that stains her plain. 

While laurels bloom — while Glory lives. 
And Fbrtune triumphs in her car. 

Thy freedom — thy renown revives, 
O Samos and Romania. 

Hist! heard ye not those mountain notes? 

'Twas triumph to the Suliotes ! 



167 

The SulioteA are bokl and braTe. 

And Conrage erowns their rocky shore ; 
They conquer or they die to sa,ve 

Their laad—'they wish~>they know no more. 
Shall SuH in keen fetters groan 
While Fame and Valor are her own ? 

The bowl refill! the peasant sings, 

And wreathes the Samian cup with vine. 

The virgin strikes the gnftar strings. 
And invocates the beauteous nine. 
. O Sun ! continue there to shine — 

The land you beam on is divine ! 

VERSES. 

" Est locns, Hesperiuu Graii cogaomine, dicnnt. 
Terra aatiqaa, poteni armis, atque ubere gleba^" 

Vir^, jEntid, lib, i. l. A34, 5. 

I sate on their shore as the surges were laying, 
And listened intent to the halcyon's note; 

The dark-purple banner, high-mountant was 
waving, 
On the wild rugged mound of the brave Suliotc ; 
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The San from the welkin in splendor was beaming. 
And ting'd the grey tops of their now hallow'd 
hills; 
He rose o*er the torrent^ between the rocks 
streaming. 
And cast a gold light on its mnrmnring rills; 
For summer shone there — ^'twas the land of the 
San» 

» 

And he smiFd on the laurels his offspring had 
won! 

I wonder'd — I looked — I ascended the barrier^ 
Where cypress trees threw on the valley their 
shade. 
And mark*d the high mien of the dignified war- 
rior. 
Who gaz'd on the honor his valor had made : 
The Caloyer's* song burst along the green fur. 
row. 
The timbrel awaken'd tbe virgins to dance,. 

, * A Greek moalu 
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No sigh waslieard there — no expression of sor- 
row — 

No agony woke the mnte child from his 
trance. 
Happy land ! where the hero and dark piqaeercrf 
Exult in thy glory ; — ^my spirit is there. 

GREIEK WAR-SONG. 

TRANSLATED FROM MISS PALLPS CELEBRATED 

POEM. 



Ye who desire to see the Greeks 
The slaves of savage hordes. 

Why do' ye wait? the cavern'd earth 
A hiding-place affords. 

Bright Missolonghi surely was 

Upon destruction's hrow. 
And the same voice that cheiited her. 

Deceives the heroes now. 

t A land Pirate. 
Y 



They said, wby da ye vaiiily fight 

In fortresses your own. 
The vest of .G«eeUns imitate. 

Enough has erst been done. 

They flee^the Moslems onward press. 

As victors fill the land r 
Ah ! he who never yet deceived. 

Fraud eaxmot understand. 

They thought that ev'ry hope had flown. 

But the zeal of their sires 
Remained implanted in their hearts. 

And roua'd their warm desires. 

" N(^,*' cried the ^liotish chs^f^ 

" I will not"-— With (me roice 
His valid army did respond, 

" I will not — ^hear our choice." 

Ye heard them I bide your trembling forms 
Within the preseing day. 

Wait not to see the comj^aeror,-^ 
The deprivated day. 
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f 

The echo came — the earth, the skj. 

The sea responsi?e rung 
*' I wii! not/' and the in64t\k 

Were put to flight, though ntroog. 

Th6 stranger from this time will see 

With infinite surprise, 
Proud Missolonghi^s walls* thou keep*st 

Unconquerably rise ! 

There will reflect, on what can be 

Accompli sh*d by the hate 
Of tyrants, and the love of fame 

lu bosoms animate. 

Ye who desire to see the Greeks 
The slaves of savage hordes, 

Recall « I v> ill not,'* and be shamed 
By those ce!estial words. 



• Thi.: preili;tijn hsn 'o: bjcu vc.ified, to ll.e great sorrow of the 
Ctoss. Mission};!'! siir''.>..£ered lo lite ou<tiJi's arii)i«», ai'tvr an un^ 
ezamp*^J r ;sl.s!a.i?i of k- b.ave g.irrljon, iu March, 1826. Alliance 
has precL-f cd every hop« of Mr. fainag vsiitaace fr^in BritftMi,-*- 

▲la»!— 
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DAMASCUS. 
1. 
Twfli^t WIS alee^Bg on the cHroB grore^ 
The balny hreeav ahmg the vale did roTe, 
The silent city, and the painted hill 
Peifam'd with roses vere supremely still. 
Mnse! thon wert vont to wake the fairy chords 
With animating harmony well stor'd 
Beneath these ramparts; why not wake again I 
Why not renew the emblematic strain? 
O, thy enchantmg voice is low, no more 
Will heavenly music echo on this shore. 
Where is the minstrel/ who, with zealous lyre» 
Sate on the brow of the majestic pyre ? 
Which, like a burning turret, fired the sky. 
One lofty pyramid of crimson dye t 
Where is he, sweeping the responsiTc strings 
Borne higher on Erato's golden wing? 
No — there remains his monumental bust, 
Remove it — ^and there rests his bonor'd dust. 

* HnghesA Author of " Tbe Siege of Damucni.'* 
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Genius decays ! Fame flies upon the wind ! 
And only leaves immortal worth behind. 

2. 
Bat fair Damascns! when I view thy mounts. 
The quiet rills of thy unruffled founts. 
Thy shady alcoves, and thy rosy plains. 
Profusely gemm'd with flowers of many stains, 
I sigh — I weep not — for thou weirt the star 
That blinded the impetuous Mosleniah I 
I sigh for thy captivity, but here 
What can recall the sympathetic tear? 
I see the summer glow, the minaret 
Rise as when first thy sun of Freedom set ; 
The hills of Lebanon smile with perfume, — 
Thy wooded dells and gardens sweetly bloom ! 
Tears have been shed for thee Damascusi^ when 
The hated Moslem conquer'd Christian men. 
When the fair virgins threw their viols by. 
And mourn'd the fate of fallen chivalry ! 
W^hat tears can I bestow? what tribute give 
When evVy tint of Nature doth revive? — 
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Tears are nnworthy of a tlioughtful Bard, 
The inward feelings only show regard ; 
Away with wily sorrow-^subtle art; — 
Lovely Damascus circles round my heart ! 

O, I will tarn to thee while twilight sleeps 
Upon the bosom of the hearing deeps. 
When the gold halcyon seeks her tufted n«st. 
And weary Philomela sinks to rest 
Bright city of the East ! the laurel still 
Grows on the crescents of thy castled hilK 
And Phoenix-like thy cupolas aspire 
Far, far above the Monsoon^s purple fire. 
The modest violet and primrose gay 
Still court the blushes of the sunny ray ; 
I sing of these, for when the Moslem took 
Thy palaced walls, such mantled by the brook, 
And dealt their sweets unconscious of the blow 
Which laid thy liberties for ever low. 
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THB TOMB OF 

XPEMISTOCLES, 

And what is tbat on yonder hill 
Above the feathery foaming rill 
That shows lio trophies? — O, it is 
The tomb of brave Themistocles. 

He was a hero — in the field 
His foemen to his arms did .yield ; 
Bnt there his dust reposes now 
Upon a hill's umbrageous brow. 

But oft the kirtled Greek will come, 
And linger round his marble tomb, 
Pluck the green laurel which grows there, 
And bathe his relics with a tear. 

'I'hen, if perchance in martial bliss. 
Will think on glorious Salamia, 
Call on his Country to enslave 
The Moslem in his plundered ca?e. 
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Bat when the moon with silver light 
Beams thro* the darkness of the night 
Celestial Spirits flit around 
That spot of reverential ground. 

There Fame resorts with heavenly lyre. 
There Freedom tunes the lute's gold wire. 
And other forms as great as these 
Attend to bless 'Hiemistocles ! 



SULIOTE WAR-SONG. 

In the nutnner of Sir Walter Scott's " Pibroch 
pf DotuOd'Dku." 



Hautboy of Kiafia* 
Sound your wild music, 

Foto Tzavellaf 

Come from the yew-cliff ; 

And bring those brave warriors, 
Who own you their chieftain, 

* Kiaflfa has been the leat of seTeral iprt&i victories won by the 
Suliotes. t A celebrated chieftain among the Snii»te5, 
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From dleep-rugged barriers 
Of valley and mountain. 

Lo ! Morii is s^pasM*ing 

O'er high Tzumiur|ta,J 
Aurora is steering 

Xbe steeds of her ^bright cn^. 
The th^Aper then fasteu 

Adown the low valley, 
And legions will hasten — 

Around its cross rally. 

Leave, U^x^ ibte ^^on kpwdfif, 

The turn of tbe ^iirr^w, 
The voice ^f tbe mpw^, 

Will melt iato « oi^pow ; 
Leav^ 4be /^^it i^ftbi^ i>rohlird. 

The watching of cattle, 
l^e sweets of the vineyard, 

Aad hasten 4o -baCde. 

X A raonaUiii near K-toflfK. 

Aa 
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Clad your fonns ! clad your forms ! 

With tunicled armour ; 
Seise your arms ! seize your arms ! 

Hear ye not the charmer?* 
Wild are the notes sounding 

From rocky Kiafla, 
And wild they're astounding 

The ears of the Pascha ! 

Come away then ! O, come I 
With halcyon plumes hlended. 

Ere the heams of the Mom 
On gul § are descended ; 

Come with your lances, 
O, why do ye tarry? 

For, lo ! Sol advances 

. With splendor so sparry. 

O, they come ! O, they come ! 
Their lances are shining^ 

(TheBme, 
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The laurel and white plume 
Together are twining, 

Our chi<ef on his courser 
The Taliant is leading^ 

And high Tziimurka 
Her shadow o'erspreading. 

' Hautboy of Kiaffa 

Freedom and glory ! 
Foto Tzavella 

Honor and story ! 
Hautboy! O^ Hautboy! 

Cease, cease thy wild music, 
For victory, victory 

Has gilded the yew-cliff ! 



STANZAS ; 
BY AN HELLENIC ENTHUSIAST. 



PlataBan lyre ! awake again, 
Thy wildest chords to song attune. 

On Marathon's immortal plain. 
Where Glory keeps her sacred noom ; 
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Awake ! the momitaiii shadowB kn 
The hallowed sliore of Salamis. 

Where is Miaarva ?--Uae-eyftal mmA 
O, haste horn tMM atbraetive ahrine. 

Where lanrel-trees diffuse th#ir skide^ 
Such as adorn deep Ttfr^Uiii^. 

Goddess ! I share thy lessening woe, 

Tho' ooorage and puissance glow. 

Delphi and Cirphis, where are diey ? 

Their Oracles and dripping groves ? 
Where wreathed Apollo shower'd his ray. 

And Pindatr sung his earlier lores ; 
Whei'e are they? on the Pfistus' shore ? 
Oh, no !— alas !— they are no more ! 

Ionian Sappho ! didst thou think 
When sleeping on young Phaon's breast. 

That thy dear land was on the brink 
or Buiii, where sh^ built her nest? 

How could that be, when Fortune's car 

Drove o'er the wretched Moselmah ? 

The cross ascends I—the minstrel dreams^ 
Intoxicated with the sight ; 
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A thousand pennons flout the streams. 

In one- red blaze of meteor light; 
Galleys obscure the covered deep. 
And with (heir oars the waters sweep ! 

O, for a thitf to leadgthem on, 

Tin ttittmph stains yon tented field. 
And crimaon rtlk supinely run, 

Laving the olive'-planted weald ; 
An ardent chief is meet for these, 
A hdrO' like MMtiades* 

The crescent falls ! haz2a ! huz2a ! 

O, was not that a Bri^idh cry ? 
It thunder'd in the dieUs afar. 

It echoed to the boundless sky ! 
O, let Alliance seek her cave. 
Alliance shudders with the slave ! 

What turrets rise in yonder rale ? 
What cupolas reflect the sun ? 
O, that is Athens* mighty pale. 

Her last aspirement hath begun ; 
Rear the proud Pantheon once more. 
The gothic fanes that tower'd of yore. 
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Enclianting land ! does Freedom breathe 
Her cheerfulness upon thy plains. 

Does Valor in her dark hair wreathe 
Favonian flowers of many stains, 

Does Glory tinge the ambient wave. 

And Love recourt the Naiades* cave ? 

Yes — more — for gallant actions fire 
Th' enamoured Poet's ardent soul. 

And Helicon*s celestial quire 

Sweep the gold string so beautiful ; 

A second £dan lives again, 

And bathes her spirit in the main ! 

Then wreathe the cup with Parian vine. 
And spangling gems of ceral sheen, 

Around the brow of Bacchus twine 
Dark ivy brought from Mitylene, 

And while the foaming goblets hiss 

I drink thy health, O Salamis. 
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